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• See where she standi ! a mortal shape endued 
With love and life, and light and deity— 

A metaphor of spring and youth and morning*— 
A vision, like incarnate April, warning 
With smiles and tears. 
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THE 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 



CHAPTER I. 

Mengen also came the following day to 
complain of Faustina's invisibility — but quite in 
another tone. In his case it was really as if the 
sun had not shone upon him. A single hour, 
nay even a single half-hour spent with her, 
gave him a feeling of happiness that often 
lasted through the twenty-four hours. - He 
could not see her as often as he wished, but 
though even a single minute became thus an 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 



abiding joy, he was always longing for her 
perpetual presence; and when busy and working 
at his desk, it often seemed to him as if her 
head leant tenderly over his shoulder, as if her 
magnetic eyes were locking into his! — this 
imaginary omnipresence sufficiently betrayed 
the state of his mind. But he was alone 
in the responsibilities of his office. During 
the absence of the Ambassador in the summer, 
he had undertaken it, and willingly, occupation 
was then a pleasure to Mm; it had remained 
upon his hands, 

The old invalid Chefvra& much attached to 
him, and often claimed his company, as did the 
society with 'which he had held intercourse 
before he knew Faustina. All these ties were 
now in the highest degree irksome to him. He 
was obliged to divide between them time wfcicH 
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COUNTB88 FAUSTINA. 3 

would have been priceless if spent with her ; 
for in her he became every moment aware of 
some new chgrm, some new gift, — and in others, 
of nothing but the endless uniformity of an out- 
wardly varying superficiality. Her spirit was 
so profound that it often made him lose sight 
of her personal loveliness ; but the form in which 
that spirit was contained, was so elastic, so 
bright, so sweet and lovely, that it seemed 
almost a folly to seek for what was serious 
amongst such graces. It was exactly this rare 
compound of elevation and simplicity, when 
most people have neither the one, nor the other, 
and only the exceptions possess either one, or 
the other, which at first struck and afterwards 
enchained him, in a degree which he had 
thought out of the range of any woman's 
influence. When he entered her apartment, 
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4 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

and the door closed behind him ; when he found 
her always busied, in reading, painting, or writ- 
ing, earnest or contemplative as a muse ; — and 
when she would suddenly push away her .book, 
or her drawing, as gaily as a child escaped 
from school, and exclaim, " I like one spoken 
word better than ten thousand unspoken ! so 
now let us talk! 55 or some similar exclama- 
tion, that always either wakened or contained 
a thought, and upon which as a greeting no 
one could calculate ; — he was lifted into a region 
which his foot had never yet trodden, and in 
which he nevertheless found himself as much 
at home as in his paternal dwelling. Sometimes 
the first remarks he had heard upon Faustina 
recurred to him, but he placed no fixed reliance 
upon them. So many strange stories aire told 
in the world. He had not however the 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 5 

courage to question Faustina; it was as though 
he were afraid of hearing something that would 
give him pain. But this fear wore a mask, which 
said/" why question this candid being on any 
subject, when it is certain she will tell it me all 
unquestioned ? M 

But of her ties to Andlau, Faustina never 
spoke; she did not consider it necessary to 
lay open the why and the wherefore of her 
actions. She acted. If it gave rise to misappre- 
hension, she bore it patiently ; it had never yet 
happened to her either 'to justify, or even to 
excuse herself. "It is for others to excuse 
us/* she would say; "those who take pains 
to find excuses for themselves had better 
bestow those pains on avoiding the necessity for 
them.* 

Of Andlau himself she spoke but little, and 
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6 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

never otherwise than casually to those who were 
unacquainted with him. 

Mengen found her one morning, surrounded 
by maps of the East, he asked what she was 
studying. 

6 ' My oriental tour \" said she, as she deve- 
loped her plan, and then asked if he would 
not be of the party. He assented with delight, 
and Faustina touched on all the historical and 
poetical associations which would throw such a 
potent charm over this journey. All at once 
she said: — 

" A friend of Andlau's is become consul at 
Alexandria; he mentions it in his letter to*day, 
and it is this identical friend who is the foun- 
dation stone of my Egyptian pyramid of hope." 

"If Baron von Andlau accompanies you, 
my presence would be siyperfluous," said 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 7 

Mengen very coldly, "and I think you would 
willingly dispense with it." 

"Why would you deny me a pleasure?" 
said she kindly : "Can I be surrounded by too 
many friends?" 

" Ah ! but you make of me a slave, and not 
a friend." 

" If I do so, you have a perfect right to 
free yourself; it is unconsciously on my 
part." 

"It is more blessed to live in slavery near 
you, than in hardly-won freedom far from you!" 

"Do not fancy for a moment that I shall 
take this as a compliment," said Faustina, 
laughing; "for first of all, it is a fadaise, and 
secondly, I hate slavery too much in my own 
person, to wish to impose it on others. Whoever 
comes to me, or remains with me, otherwise 
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8 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

than by free choice, has my leave to go, — and the 
sooner the better ; let them not be restrained by 
considerations either of expediency, or of duty ! 
I would rather die of Jmnger, than receive a 
morsel of bread from a hand that should bestow 
it without overflowing compassion, without 
an impulse of tenderness, and merely from a dry 
sense of duty. Go, then, in heaven's name, 
go, Count Mengen, if your freedom is in any 
degree trammelled by my means, — I do not 
detain you ¥' 

" Yes, unconsciously ! — as you said yourself. 3 ' 

« Well, then, if you find it impossible to go, 
you must not complain. We must break our 
chains ! — not grumble at them." 

" And has this rare energy been really yours 
at every moment, at every crisis of your life ?" 

" My life has been so peculiarly simple and 
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colourless, that I have only once had the oppor- 
tunity of making an irrevocable decision. Then 
indeed I rebelled, but my rebellion was a revo- 
lution, from which sprang a new era for me, and 
to which I therefore had a right. Since that 
moment I have had, thank God, no occasion to 
exercise either energy, resistance, or resolution, 
which are all very disagreeable things. But 
men should always be under arms; they are 
attacked in so many different directions. Pas- 
sions that scarcely affect us, either tempt or 
dominate them ; they must be on their guard on 
every side. We only have to do with that of 
the heart, which, after all, is the most stormy 
point of the compass." 

" To have character — to bring word and deed, 
opinion and act, into the closest possible accord- 
ance — and so to unite them, that they become 
b 2 
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10 COUNTESg FAUSTINA. 

one — our very being — nay, that we become cha w 
racter itself— in this lies the whole sum of human 
dignity; and to sustain it continually, often 
demands a more than human energy*" 

"It may be superhuman V 9 said Faustina, 
with kindling eyes, "but I doubt not, it would 
at certain moments be awarded to you. Oh ! 
Mengen, if your calm, noble, distinguished 
outward bearing, were in contradiction to your 
inward being, what a pang it would give me ! 
Falsehood is incompatible with your nature— I 
do not oniy mean falsehood in words, but that 
more subtle kind, by which the inward belies 
the promise of the outward being—- Is it not 
so ? you will be always yourself ! always that 
which I have known you \" 

She leant forward, and looked intently into 
his eyes, and her gaze acted upon his as the ray* 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA, 11 

of the rising sun upon the sea. He could 
scarcely refrain from kneeling, and vowing 

eternal allegiance to her, but he contented him- 
self with touching lightly with his lips, the slen- 
der hand which at first stretched out towards 
him, now rested before him upon the table.— 
She then said, 

" I understand, and receive the vow !" 
"But now," exclaimed Mengen, nerving 
himself to restrain any burst of feeling, " now, 
you too must give me something that shall con- 
tinually remind me of it, something that I shall 
never part with !" 

" That is but fair," said she. " Duke Chris- 
tian of Brunswick always wore in his cap the 
glove of Elizabeth of the Palatinate ; I think 
my yellow glove would have a very fine effect 
in your black hat." 
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12 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

Mario had risen, and he now went from the 
drawing-room to the writing-table in Faustina's 
room, on which stood a small etruscan cup, in 
which lay some rings and seals. He took it 
up, and carried it to Faustina. She allowed 
the contents to pass through her fingers, and 
selected from amongst them a strong plain ring, 
with one large pearl, and the motto, " Qui me 
cherche> me trouve" and asked, 

« Will this ring fit you?" 

Instead of answering this question, Mengfen 
held out his hand, requesting her to place the 
ring on the so-called ring finger. She was 
about to comply, when suddenly recollecting 
herself, she said deliberately — 

"No, that finger will hereafter wear another 
ring that must dispossess mine. Give it a place 
from which it can never be driven. — No resist- 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 13 

ance," said she with animation; "I am im- 
perative ! — I trill have my own place ! let it be 
the least imposing of all, I will have my own 
exclusive place — or none ! You may take your 
choice." 

" It is for you to command," answered 
Mario; "I only mean that you make every 
place exclusively your own." 

te Oh yes, if I take care to place myself so 
as to avoid collision with the claims of the 
world : see now, the ring will look very pretty 
on your little finger," said she, placing it and 
drawing it on. 

"And now," said he, "may I not know its 
history?" 

" Unfortunately it has none," answered she 
playfully ; " I designed it some years ago, and 
having had it made, and worn it for three days, 
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I then laid it aside ! it only serves to shew the 
tone of my mind at the time ; human hearts 
appeared to me to be undiscovered pearls for 
which none were seeking. That was an error ! 
Divers do seek them diligently, and to such the 
pearls of right belong !" 

At the close of this conversation Mario was 
so happy, that he had almost forgotten how 
downcast he had been at its opening. 

After his departure the doubt whether 
Andlau would have been quite satisfied with 
this bestowal of a ring, fell on Faustina's heart. 
She would certainly have given it in his 
presence, and would have been sure of his 

concurrence — but in his absence? She 

tranquillized herself by resolving to write the 
whole story to him on the morrow. "It is 
quite natural," said she to herself; " I am so 
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COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 15 

entirely accustomed to impart every daily oc- 
currence to Andlau, that whatever is not yet 
told him weighs like a burden on my mind. 
I really cannot endure to live so wholly for 
myself! and if Mengen were not here — but 
thank heaven 1 here he is !" 

Whether this pleasure in his presence would 
survive Andlau's return, and whether, if thfe 
were not the case, Mario would not be treated 
with some injustice, never once crossed her 
mind. She thought she had the right to 
rejoice all the powers of her soul in this 
delightful vision, and to give herself up to it — 
she could see no danger in it. Those who 
would attribute this to mere fickleness, would 
be doing Faustina injustice, although her 
temperament contained all those sanguine 
elements which engender fickleness. But life 
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was to her a material which she felt bound to 
work up to the highest possible perfection, and 
every event was as a fresh stroke of the 
hammer towards freeing the form of the 
divinity from the rude shapeless rock. Her 
heart was pure in its inmost depths, but it was 
not the purity of childhood, which consists in 
ignorance of guilt. That fervent heart under- 
stood all error, all weakness — only not her 
own. She never fancied that she had found 
out the intention of the Creator towards his 
other creatures ; only for herself had she recog- 
nised it, and for her it lay in that little word — 
" onwards/' Every vulgarity, — whether false- 
hood, hypocrisy, or desire for applause, — was 
foreign to her, by virtue of that purity of na- 
ture which contemned all false appearances; 
and this gave her a confidence that required 
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no other ground or support. Whatever hap- 
pened to her she considered as sent her from 
above, in order to her working it out the best 
way she could, without in any way interfering 
with the destiny of others. But who can draw 
out the thread of their existence so singly, that 
no other shall entangle or interweave itself with 
theirs ? that the one shall not break when the 
knot is torn away from the other? 

In the meanwhile the letter to Andlau the 
next day was not accomplished, at least not as 
Faustina had intended. She was surprised and 
disturbed whilst writing, by the announcement 
of Madame von Stein. Faustina received her 
with the utmost politeness, of which the former 
took but little notice, and immediately began, in 
delicate phrases, but with undisguised reproach, 
to comment upon the unfavourable influence 
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18 COUNTESS FAUSTINA, 

she had exercised on Cunigunda — the poor 

girl would now be quite confirmed in her 

obstinacy, and both Feldern and herself had 

fully expected a contrary eflect. Faustina 

answered with some coldness, that she had 

given Cunigunda no advice, for that she had 

asked none of her, and that she had found the 

young lady already too fixed in purpose to 

think that either her advice, or that of any 

other person, could have any very marked 

effect upon her. "But I could perceive 

nothing morbid in the feelings of that beautiful 

and noble creature," added she, "and this 

more than any thing else may have lent her 

strength" 

"All exaggeration betokens a morbid state 

of mind," interrupted Madame von Stein; " and 

every thing is exaggeration which, by means of 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS PAUSTINA. 19 

overwrought pretensions to happiness, estranges 
or withdraws us from our true vocation. Cu- 
nigunda is without means of independence, and 
her future can in no other way be provided for 
than by marriage. It would be advantageous and 
honourable to any girl to become the wife of so 
worthy a man as Feldern : and it is not only 
on her own account, but on that of her sisters, 
that I wish for the marriage of my eldest and 
handsomest daughter, for the two younger 
ones are quite thrown into shade, whilst she 
remains under the paternal roof. We must 
have the good of each of our children at heart, 
and if one is unreasonable, the others should 
not suffer for it." 

"Oh, heavens !" said Faustina, "it is Cuni- 
gunda who suffers !" 

" Yes, for the moment, because the general 
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disapprobation of her family presses upon her. 
Could she but once wind herself up to take the 
step which now appears to her impossible, her 
pure heart would find in the consciousness of 
having fulfilled a duty, the strength and sup- 
port necessary to reconcile her to her destiny. 
And then really it is no such very dreadful 
fate that awaits her! Feldern is a man that 
any sensible woman may manage as she 
pleases — " 

" Lead m not into temptation !" said Faus- 
tina, in a tone which for the moment struck 
dumb her auditor. 

After a pause, during which they gazed 
fixedly at each other, Faustina said, 

<*To govern a man whom we love is the mo- 
mentary triumph of a heart, which melts with its 
glow all opposing objects, but is always secretly 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA, 21 

prepared to lay down the usurped sceptre. To 
govern a man whom we do not love is a degrada- 
tion ! for it can only be accomplished by one of 
two miserable means, — hypocrisy in the woman 
or weakness in the man ; and is it not a dreadful 
destiny to be forced to choose between them? 
Though all the world should say the husband 
is made happier by it, though he should himself 
feel happy, and though it be the highest honour 
to a wife to contribute to her husband's happi- 
ness, I yet say the woman is degraded by the 
means she uses, not in the eyes of the world, — 
for what does the world care about our purity 
of heart, and that alone gives nobility and 
worth — but in her own eyes ! Have pity then 
on your daughter, — and let it not be you that 
lead her into temptation \" 

But Faustina's views could not make the 
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slightest impression on Madame von Stein, who 
all her life long had acted on opposite motives.. 
She soon after said : — 

"With such extreme difference in our views 
of things, you cannot be surprised, Countess, 
that I do not wish my daughter to make any 
further use of your permission to cultivate your 
society/' 

"What!" said Faustina sadly, "shall I not 
see my poor Cunigunda again ? Not even if it 
were a pleasure to herself ?" said she implor- 
ingly- 

"I cannot understand your extraordinary 
interest in my daughter," said Madame von 
Stein, sharply. 

"I love what is loveabk," said Faustina 
gently. 

"And yet it has a most invidious appear* 
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once, to favour the disturbance of established 
ties." 

"That reproach does not touch me" said she 
still more gently, and even Madame von Stein 
was disarmed by her sweetness, and departed 
in a more friendly state of mind than that 
in which she had arrived, although inexorable 
with regard to Cunigunda. 

Scarcely was Faustina alone when a letter 
was put into her hand. The address in an 
unknown hand made her heart beat anxiously. 
That which is strange to us, is so seldom pro- 
pitious* She broke open the envelope breath- 
lessly, and felt herself really relieved, as she 
read the signature, a Cunigunda." She wrote 
thus: — 

" My mother will have already told you that 
I am not to see you again, lovely friend; this 
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affects me deeply, not only, because I would 
fain see you always, but also because I have 
an earnest petition, which I must now lay on 
your heart in writing. My good father is in 
my confidence, he sanctions this step, he* 
upholds my prayer. Under present circum- 
stances I am, alas! become a burthen in the 
paternal dwelling. It is bitter to a child to 
know this, doubly bitter to me as it is my own 
fault, and yet I am unable to remedy it in the 
form that is desired. But to depart from this 
house, where I am in the way of all but my 
poor dear father, is what I can and will do. To 
this end must you, true and kind friend, lend 
me your aid. You have connexions and friends 
at a distance, who would yield ready attention 
to your word and your request. Ah ! for your- 
self you have never had to beg, for surely every 
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one would anticipate even your unspoken 
wishes ; well then, beg now for me, that some 
one will for pity's sake receive me, give me an 
asylum, and point out a sphere of action, which 
my limited capabilities may enable me to fill. 
I have no other claim to such extreme benevo- 
lence but my need, for I am an insignificant, 
undeveloped being, that can promise nothing 
to those who will receive me but gratitude; but 
if you throw the weight of your request into 
the scale, it must needs preponderate. Are 
you angry with me for putting my trust in 
you? My last words are, may I be as soon as 
possible, as far off as possible I" 

After Faustina had read this letter with deep 
emotion, she copied it ; gave Andlau the whole of 
Cunigunda's history; told him in what manner 

VOL. II. c 
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26 COUNTESS FAUSTINA* 

she had become linked with it; entreated him 
to seek an asylum for Cunigunda amongst his 
sisters-in law, or any friends with whom he 
had influence ; enclosed the copy of her letter 
within her own, and it was only after she h$d 
sealed it, that it first struck her, it con- 
tained not one word of the events of the 
previous day ; — " however this is of more impor- 
ance," added she to herself, and sent the letter 
to the post that moment. Her promise to poor 
Clement, that she would allow him to drive her 
in a little sledge, cm the piece of water in the 
public gardens, had also vanished wholly from 
her mind, and it only occurred to her when late 
in the evening he was announced to her. She 
was already gone to make her toilet in order to 
appear at a brilliant, ball, where she intended 
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to talk over the events of the day with 
Mengen, and she could not therefore receive 
Clement. — Half an hour later she entered 
the decorated ball room. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Mbngbn was standing with Feldern, in such 
a position as to have his eye on the entrance ; 
and although he was speaking with animation 
to his friend, his absent glance flew continually 
towards that point. 

Feldern was much depressed ;" for the dissolu- 
tion of his engagement with Cunigunda was 
irrevocable, and his respect for her firmness did 
not diminish his affection for her. 

" An revoir !" said Mengen suddenly, " we 
will continue our conversation by and bye/* 
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**Not this evening," said Feldern smiling, 
for he followed the direction of Mario's eye, 
and saw Faustina; she was standing at the 
door, hopeless of being able to press through 
the circle of dancers, and the throng of 
spectators. She leant against a pillar with 
folded arms — an attitude impossible to most 
women, on account of tight clothing — her 
right hand played with the fan, which, as her 
thoughts ceased to be occupied with what 
surrounded her, she held musingly to her lips ; 
her sea green tinted dress, her light falling 
ringlets, the quiet melancholy which lay like a 
silvery veil over her delicate features, gave 
something so etherial to her whole appearance, 
that as Mario gradually made his way towards 
her, he kept his eyes continually upon her in 
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order to assure himself that it was no dreamy 
vision ; or if it were so, at least to be able to 
mark the moment in which it should dissolve 
into thin air. 

"What a sweetly solemn countenance you 
have brought with you to our brilliant ball, 
Countess Faustina \" said he, as he at length 
reached her. 

" Pity that every sorrow should have a bitter 
after taste !" answered she languidly 

cc Oh do not speak of sorrow to-day/* said he 
imploringly, " I am so happy ! I believe it is 
the after taste of yesterday ; and then I have 
received information that my second sister 
is on the point of reaching the object 
of her wishes, in a marriage with a man 
r long loved, to which unforeseen circumstances 
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are now become favourable. These -two 
people have grieved, and pined, and now on 
a sudden, happiness visits them !" 

"Say rather, the trial is past away, — but 
whether it is happiness that approaches, is 
questionable." 

a They hope it, at least ! — Will you waltz, 
Countess Faustina ?" 

f€ I cannot bear merry people to-day, Count 
Mengen." 

" I am not merry, only happy." 

€€ When happiness exhibits itself by outward 
signs and tokens, it becomes merriment." 

" Well then, what shall I be, that may be 
pleasing to you?" 

" Sympathizing !" said she, and her eyes filled 
with tears. 

Mengen turned pale. She wept, — he 
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had addressed her jocosely, with the good- 
natured intention of rousing her from the 
depression, which he had perceived on his 
first glance at her countenance — and still she 
wept! 

He placed her arm within his, led her 
to a recess in a window, and then first asked, 

" What has happened to you V 9 

Faustina then related what had passed, 
and ended by entreating him to do all in his 
power to accomplish Cunigunda's wishes. 
"Feldern himself will be thankful to us," 
added she, "if he has the slightest degree of 
considerate feeling for that noble creature/' 

Mengen had listened breathlessly. He was 
delighted that Faustina was unvisited by 
personal misfortune, and doubly delighted, 
because he had the means of removing the 
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weight, that pressed so heavily on her heart. 
He said, 

"Do me the favour to rejoice heartily at 
the betrothment of my sister Matilda.' 5 

"Most willingly, dear Mengen, and more 
especially as it proves you to be so good a 
brother — I am much more interested for you, 
than for your unknown sister Matilda." 

"But owing to this betrothment, my 
youngest sister, a charming person, would 
be left quite alone with my parents, and I have 
the commission to find a young, and pleasing 
companion for her !" 

"Mengen, dear good Mengen, can it be 
true V asked Faustina with deep delight. 

"And certainly I could find no one more 
pleasing than Mademoisolle von Stein." 

The tears fell fast and warm from Faustina's 
c 2 
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eyes. " Thanks !" said she, "a thousand, 
thousand thanks!" she pressed his hand, 
and appeared quite relieved. 

"You are an angel," said Mario softly and 
suddenly. 

"Not I," said she, as she dried her 
tears, " but you ! it is you who bring a 
divine message of comfort and deliver- 
ance !" 

"None but an angel could thus rejoice; 
ordinary, hard, cold, narrow-hearted people 
have no such sympathies." 

" If you did but know how you have relieved 
me ; this is the first happy moment I have had 
to-day. I was unable to do anything for 
Cunigunda. Such natures do not suit every 
body, I could not find one appropriate person 
amongst my intimates; and she could not 
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have harmonized with my sister and now 

you have lifted this heavy care from my heart. 
You will write to-morrow morning early to 
your parents, will you not ? I will send you 
Cunigunda's letter, in order that your friends 
may be aware how unpretendingly she speaks 
of herself. You do not doubt, I trust, that 
we shall be so happy as to release her from 
her present trying circumstances? Do neither 
your parents, nor your sister make any par- 
ticular requisitions as to the companion ?' 

" Scarcely any, except that she should be 
musical." 

" Cunigunda is that ! she sings sweetly/* 

"■Her voice is indeed as clear as a bell, but 
her singing leaves one cold." 

" Never mind, she sings and plays the piano, 
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that is the chief thing. Oh ! I am indeed 

delighted at your sister Matilda's engagement ! 
.... Shall we waltz V 3 

She danced but seldom, for she thought 
it tiresome and unnatural to cany dancing — 
that joyous expression of gaiety of heart, — 
through many successive hours, even to the 
point of weariness and sleepiness, as if it were a 
set task. It would have been as impossible 
to her to dance, as to laugh, through a whole 
evening. She did nothing without an inward 
impulse. And thus her dancing was unlike 
that of any one else, although her motions 
were as perfectly regular, as if dictated by a 
dancing master. 

Faustina wished to give Mario pleasure, and 
therefore she danced with him. When several 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



C0UNTES8 FAUSTINA. 37 

other gentlemen begged for the same favour, 
she said laughingly, 

" You come too late !" and she could not be 
induced to dance a single step ; — which to say 
truth was thought singular enough. 

a It was quite necessary that I should have 
some recreation to-day," said Faustina to Men- 
gen, "after having let slip what would have 
been very agreeable — a drive on the ice in the 
gardens, with Walldorf ; all by reason of the 
circumstances you wot of. And my dinner too, 
I let slip, from the same cause ; I was deep in 
letter writing at four o'clock, and afterwards, 
the usual hour being past, I was no longer 
hungiy." 

" You should really have some one constantly 
at your elbow to take care of you ; otherwise I 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



38 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

cannot imagine how you get through life, 
Countess Faustina." 

"It is a very troublesome business." 

" For the lost dinner I can really offer no 
indemnification ; but, if you will allow me to 
drive you in a sledge to-morrow, you know it 
will be bestowing a pleasure." * 

rt I am to-day in the most gracious of 
humours with you ; and in such moods I do 
every thing that is wished, and never say, no." 

C€ Do you ever do that, when others say, 
<yes?*" * 

" Unless where I have lost my identity with 
regard to certain people through my affection, it 
behoves me above all other things to thiijk and 
act for myself; it may then so happen that I 
shall encounter their ?yes* with a very decided 
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'no.* For the rest I hate ' no' and ' yes/ and 
all the dry sharp words that put as sudden a 
check to the soft flow of intercourse, as the 
sluice-gate to the stream. Between people who 
entirely understand each other, the complete 
solution of the character and circumstances, 
follows so inevitably upon the first moment of 
understanding— which, after all, is nothing less 
than a first meeting in all its pristine freshness 
— that a question involving for answer, a 'yes/ 
or a 'no/ would strike me as quite absurd. 
Were any one to ask me, ' do you love me ?' the 
very best thing to be done, would be to turn 
my back upon the simpleton who has not long 
since discovered the ' yes' or the 'no/ " 

" Ladies so often leave us in doubt as to their 
own feelings, and practise so many charming 
coquetries on the feelings of others, that such 
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innocent questions should be permitted to us 
poor simple men." 

€t Oh ! men are really quite touching in their 
simplicity ;" exclaimed Faustina highly amused. 
" Creatures who are for ever preparing, calcu- 
lating, and on their guard, are to be on a sudden 
elevated to a simplicity which is the vowed 
companion of infantine innocence, or of intense 
passion; for passion casts aside all the trumperies 
of vanity and custom, from its burning brow 
and throbbing heart I" 

" Countess Faustina," said Mario very 
seriously, a you will say I am influenced by 
prejudice for my own sex, nevertheless, it is 
my deepest conviction that a man is more capa- 
ble of intense passion than a woman !" 

"For play for instance — for money — for 
ftme ! Tea, I think so too.'' 
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"No — the particular passion to which you 
allude." 

« Well — for women too I" 

" Not for women, Countess Faustina ; for a 
woman V* 

"True, I bethink me now, — you also hold 
that men only are capable of enthusiasm ! Tou 
are consistent, Count Mengen ; consistent in 
blindness and pprtizanship ! It is very true, 
is it not, that men only are consistent?" 

€€ En revanche, women are wilful \" 

" That comes to the same thing l" 

" Not quite ; wilfulness is founded on caprice 
and whim ! — to consistency belongs the better 
foundation of a decided intention which is as a 
plumb line to the erection of the building \" 

" But this plumb line may be as false as a 
whim.'* 
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* False, if you will, — then the builder must 
pull down his whole building ! But there is no 
such confusion in his head, as in that of those 
who build without a plan : who to-day are wild 
for a Corinthian-pillared hall, to-morrow give it 
a vaulted Gothic porch, and the next day 
crown the whole with a Chinese roof !" 

"Women are not so intensely tasteless I" 
exclaimed Faustina, incensed. 

" Your artist eye is shocked at false pro- 
portions." 

€t And would it not be so with the soul ¥' 
"Yes, when it is unperplexed; when it does 
not abandon its first plan, the moment it has 
laid the foundation stone. But now say your- 
self, with your hand on your heart — can one have 
this confidence in any woman ? Are they not 
always wavering, because they are soaring, — 
frail, because they are tender, — variable, 
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because they are impressible ? Countess Faus- 
tina, do you feel certain that this very Cuni- 
gunda, who is now erecting a Doric temple, 
which none but the severe divinities might claim, 
will persevere in the same austere style ¥' 

" No !" cried Faustina, almost with anguish ; 
€€ but it will always be beautiful ! — And besides, 
where is the man who ends as he has begun ) — 
who fulfills every expectation, answers every 
wish, overcomes every temptation ; who never 
tears away the threads on which he grounded 
the web of existence V 

" He may tear all away, but he rarely knots 
on new ones of a different colour ." 

" Few men think as you do ! that you belong 
to the exceptions, I quite believe." 

"Women complain of the fickleness of men, 
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poets sing of it, folios are written upon it — yet 
who may say whether the first doubt of truth, 
and thus the first impulse to inconstancy, 
has not been breathed into the breast of man, 
by his first love \" 

"What can have happened to make you 
hate women so much, or esteem them so little ?" 
asked Faustina, mildly and sadly. 

"With what blasphemy do you charge me! 
because I too frankly assert that the inexpres- 
sible graces of the woman are seldom found 
united with that strength which seems to be 
our portion ; and which is absolutely necessary, 
not to the birth of an intense passion, but to 
its duration. No woman has been false tome ; 
— perhaps," said he smiling, "because to none 
have I given my whole heart ; and when I say 
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that they are weak, it does not prevent my 
loving them; yes, loving from my inmost 
soul those bird-like beings, to whom an abiding 
shelter, a place of refuge, an unchanging point 
of rest is so necessary." 

^So be it," said Faustina. Both became 
silent in deep and earnest thought. 

" Incredible, that any man in the world 
beside Anastasius should hold such opinions," 
said Faustina secretly to herself; " incredible !" 
she repeated, as she gazed earnestly and keenly 
upon Mengen J but this last " incredible !" she 
had without intending it, uttered aloud. 

" It appears to me quite natural," answered 
he ; and finding her after a pause still silent, he 
suddenly said, " Will you excuse me, Countess ? 
I have beqn unable to avoid engaging myself 
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to Lady Geraldine, for one of her endless games 
at chess/' 

" Do what you think yourself bound to do," 
said Faustina, mischievously. 

(€ Only if you give me leave." 

" You are not in my service, as in that of 
Lady Geraldine ; how can I give you leave ?" 

" Do you really wish that I should not go 
and play at chess ?" 

"Why should I not wish it?" asked she 
without embarrassment, and looking full at 
him. 

"Then I shall certainly retain this place 
beside you." 

a That is exactly what I do wish — tell me 
something of your youngest sister, to whom 
Cunigunda will soon become a companion." 
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"My sister Maria is sixteen years of age, 
tolerably clever, and very pretty, with light hair 
and hazel eyes." 

"This is a most specially dry description/' 
said Faustina, much amused. 

" Ah \" cried Mario, "what can I say to you 
of others? I would fain hear you speak 
for ever, and if I must say something, I would 
talk to you for ever of yourself." 

" Heavens, how tired I should be of it." 

" That I do not believe ! Is there any creature 
in whom you have a more lively interest than 
yourself?" 

" Sad enough, if it be so— and yet that it is 
so I cannot deny. How should I have respect 
for any other being if I did not begin by re- 
specting my own being? and if prepared to give 
this reverence, firstly and chiefly to human 
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development and human aspiration, how 
should I not seek to work them out' in myself 
in the first instance ? This is our aim, this is 
our blessedness. Should not man keep this 
chief end of all existence always before his 
eyes ?" 

" And along with it the immoveable key stone 
of all true morality, that this blessedness can 
be obtained through no injustice ! Whoever 
seeks to isolate himself in this refined egotism 
from the rest of the universe, and considers all 
other existence only as the stream that is to 
minister to his nourishment — will soon enough 
become an outlaw to his fellow creatures ; but 
he can obtain neither freedom nor security in 
his own possessions, because he has failed to 
respect the rights of others." 
" Oh ! I could not bear to be an outlaw ! I 
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would be but as the rivulet, flowing back 
into the universal sea, and vanishing without a 
trace ; oh ! how willingly, if only my course 
were clear, and my waves remained unsullied !" 

Mario's gaze was fixed on hers, but at these 
words her beaming glance passed by him and 
rose in radiance towards heaven. Her heart 
seemed to melt and rise in the kindling rays, 
as the sacrifice consumed by a sacred flame 
ascends in incense ; there was something about 
this woman that fitted her to become a dis- 
tinguished saint, a longing, inextinguishable 
thirst for the eternal. 

Mario asked himself secretly as Clement had 
once done before him, " is she after all capable 
of loving? of loving, longer than for the mo- 
ment in which the sun of love throws its 
young beams upon the world? of loving, more;\, 

VOL II. d 
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abidingly than the breeze, which sweetly and 
coaxingly plays and whispers around my brows? 
of loving, more deeply than the sylph who 
for a few momenta blesses her lover, and then 
forsakes him for ever/ 1 

It was now two hours past midnight, 
Faustina wished to leave the ball room; her 
servant was not to be found ; Mario caused him 
to be sought for by his servant hi vain. < ; 

"The man must be ill," said she, "for this 
has never been the case before, what else can 
have happened to him ?" 

She was extremely uneasy, she wished to re- 
turn home, and yet was half afraid to do so ! 
" Who knows," said she, a he may have broken 
open my desk, — have taken out my money, and 
run away with it ? To be sure there was not 
much to take !'* 
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Mengen laughed; bathe said, "My carriage 
is at your command, I will accompany you and 
immediately seek out the runaway.** 

€e Ah ! good Mengen, how kind of you," 
sighed Faustina. 

He wrapped her in his mantle, conducted 
her down stairs and accompanied her. She said, 

" I can now give you Cunigunda's letter at 
once, and to-morrow you will write to your 
parents and inclose it. When can we receive 
an answer ?" 

" At latest, in a week." 

"If they answer favourably I will impart it 
to Cunigunda, — otherwise not." 

Faustina's dwelling was soon reached. Her 
maid came as usual to meet her in the ante- 
chamber. Faustina asked, a where is Ernst ?" 

« He went about an hour since to meet your 
Ladyship ; but Herr von Walldorf is still here !" 
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"What a strange idea, Jeannette, to admit 
visitors at this hour 1 / 1 exclaimed Faustina hastily. 

« Ernst did it, my lady ; not I." 

Faustina opened the door of the sitting-room 
suddenly, and entered it, Mengen following. 
A lamp burnt dimly in the large room, in the 
furthest corner of which sat Clement, buried in 
an arm chair, his elbows on his knees, and his 
face hidden in his hands. 

" Herr von Walldorf }" said Faustina indig- 
nantly. 

He roused himself, and gazed upon her with 
a perplexed countenance. 

"I believe he has been asleep/ 1 said she, 
half in displeasure, half laughing to Mario. 

" I think so, it will have done him good/' 
answered Mario, aff he shook Walldorf by the 
arm, and said, "now, suppose you come with 
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me ; the Countess is returned from the ball much 
fatigued, and our presence is mal & propos" 

"Your's, perhaps," said Clement, over his 
shoulder to him ; and then, turning to Faustina, 
" You appear at this hour, in this apparel, what 
does it mean?*' 

If Faustina was surprised at the calmness 
with which Mengen received WalldorPs answer, 
her astonishment increased when he quietly 
removed the cloak that still hung from her 
shoulders, and intercepting the words that were 
just on her lips, said, 

" To-morrow morning the Countess will tell 
you all about the ball, but to-night it is too late; 
come with me, my goodfelloW P 

€S Mengen ! I really do not understand you ! 
—have nothing to do with that insolent man, 
I beg P cried she. 
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"We must have a little consideration for 
him ; he has drunk deeply." 

Faustina only half suppressed a cry of terror, 
and seized Mario's hand. This roused Wall- 
dorfs wrath ; he approached her as pale as 
death, and asked in a loud tone, — " What 
makes you afraid of me ¥' 

"Nothing," cried she hastily. But as her 
arm leant on that of Mario, he felt how her 
whole frame trembled. He wished for her sake 
to end this painful scene, and said: 

" Give me the letter, and then, good night \" — 

Faustina went hastily to her room; he fol- 
lowed her to the door. On its threshold he 
received the letter — the grateful pressure of 
her hand — the kindest of glances ! — She then 
locked the door, on both. He felt this as a 
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pang, secretly and deeply, but lie had not time 
to brood over it. 

Clement had seated himself on a sofa, 
placed his feet on a stool, his head on a cushion, 
and had thus established himself as comfortably 
as possible. Mario put on his cloak, took up 
his hat, and asked r 

"Now, are you disposed to go, Herr von 
Walldorf?" 

"No, I shall wait for Countess Faustina ! 
She shall answer me as to why she broke her 
promise to me this morning, and why she has 
dismissed me this evening." 

"But she is gone to her own room, a hint 
that we too must retire." 

" Or that I may follow her !" 

He stood up, but rather unsteadily. Mario 
boiled with inward rage, but determined to 

© 
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deal gently with Clement, lest he should 
increase Faustina's distress: he answered, " Then 
you must await her summons." 

"True!" said Clement; and quite satisfied 
with any argument which allowed of his reseat- 
ing himself, he again took up his comfortable 
position. 

Mengen threw off his hat and cloak, and 
established himself exactly in the same way 
beside Clement, who, when he perceived in what 
a decided manner Mario had taken up his 
ground, asked jangrily, — 

"What right have you to seat yourself 
here ?" 

"As you are keeping watch by the Countess's 
room, I intend to give myself the same indul- 
gence," 

"The whole night through?" 
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' " The whole night through !" 
. " It will be very cold here." 

" I have my cloak." 

"Two sentinels never keep Watch at one 
post ; two are always too many, where one is 
enough." 

" On this occasion even one is superfluous !" 

Clement yielded more and more to the 
influence of his most comfortable position, and 
became more and more sleepy 5 five minutes 
later, he murmured, " I would it were bed time, 
and all well !" 

"Ho, ho, old Fafctaff!" cried Mario, laugh- 
ing and clapping him on the shoulder, "on 
that subject more anon, only come along 
with me." 

"Well Hal, well!" stammered€lement, "and 
in some sort it jumps with my humour 1" 
d 2 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



58 COUNTESS FAUSTINA* 

Mengen soon handed him over to the care 
of his servant, and then returned to the ball, 
with no other purpose than that of obtaining 
some information as to the missing Ernst; and 
his Jager having brought him word in about 
half an hour, that Ernst was there, fearfully 
tipsy, he desired him to bring Ernst with him, 
and he himself went home ; the reeling Ernst 
also Boon made his appearance there, with 
Faustina's mantle on his arm, and was dread* 
fully alarmed, at seeing, instead of his mistress, 
an austere man standing before him, and 
asking in a threatening tone t 

" Who has made you so shamefully drunk W 

"Herr von Walldorf," stammered Ernst, 
half stupified. 

"Tell no lies V 9 said Mengen sternly. 

* HeiT von Walldorf, on my honour ! if I 
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may be allowed so to speak before my Lord 
Count; he came and said, he had been desired 
t>y my Lady Countess to wait for her, and that 
he could confirm it by a couple of double 
ducats. This was plain speaking ! — I went. At 
the ball I heard it was likely to continue to a 
late hour. It was cold, a wine house was near — 
I drank a couple of glasses of Champagne, 
perhaps they grew into bottles, one does not 
keep an exact reckoning! the time runs so 
fast" 

" The Countess will have nothing to say to 
you to-night, go with my Jager and sleep off 
your wine ; but give me that mantle, you shall 
not drag it about with you." 

Ernst hung the mantle over a chair, and 
departed sheepishly enough. Mario took the 
mantle, examined it as carefully as if he were 
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a custom house officer about to declare a duty 
upon it, and as enthusiastically as if some 
Wonder of the world had fallen into his hands ; 
it was of dark red satin, lined with white 
sarsanet, warm and light, so as not to discom- 
pose the dress, and ample enough to envelope 
the whole person. In Mario's imagination 
Faustina's lovely head beamed above the 
purple silk, like a star over the flush of evening ; 
her graceful figure veiled itself in the rich folds, 
and her snowy hands gleamed forth from it. 
He pressed his glowing face deep into the 
mantle, the smooth yielding satin laid itself 
softly as a kiss on his cheeks and lips ; in Vehe- 
ment emotion Mario threw the poor mantle fair 
from him, drew a deep breath, raised his hair 
from his forehead with an air of exhaustion, 
and rang the jbelL His servant entered, he 
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allowed himself to be undressed, but incapable 
of taking rest, he seated himself in order to 
begin a letter to his father. Scarcely was he 
seated^ when his glance fell upon the mantle 
which lay on the ground; "that is no fitting 
place for anything she has worn," thought 
Mario; he rose, took the mantle, kissed it, 
as though he would crave pardon for its 
maltreatment, replaced himself at his writing 
table with the cloak upon his knees, and then 
wrote in so earnest and heartfelt a tone upon 
the subject of Cunigunda, that there could be 
no doubt of a favourable answer. 

" This has been a day indeed," said he, half 
aloud as he finished his letter ; " I have seen 
the angel in her glory, and have been able to 
serve her." 
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He then sought repose, first laying the cloak 
upon his pillow, and Faustina seemed to sport, 
to weep, or to smile through his dreams. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Clement awoke very uncomfortable, heavy 
in head, and blank in spirit; the whole of the 
preceding evening had vanished like fahy gold 
through his hands ; he could recal nothing about 
it ; he summoned his servant, a robust, thick-set 
lad, whom he had brought from Oberwalldorf. 

"Johan," said he, "who accompanied me 
hither last night ?" 

« I do not know, sir/' 

"Did I come alone ?" 

"Oh no, sir! a very tall, pale, gentleman* 
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quite as tall as yourself, sir, but a great deal 
thinner, and a jager, came with you." 

"Was I ill, Johan?" 

t( No, sir, not just that," said Johan with a 
stupid laugh. 

" Good God !" exclaimed Clement in terror, 
€t and I was in her presence. Incredible ! am I 
then so changed in body and soul, that I can no 
longer stand even a pitiful drop of wine/' 

" Oh, sir," said Johan amending the phrase, 
" it must have been much more than a drop of 
wine !" 

"I must dress," exclaimed Clement. He 
did so in haste, and rushed to Mengen's 
apartment ; he hated Mengen, but he wished 
to know if he had in any way annoyed 
Faustina, and if he owed that hated Mengen 
thanks. Mengen was not up, but Clement 
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would take no denial. Mario desired the cur- 
tains to be raised ; Clement seated himself by 
his bed, and stared at him speechlessly, for the 
weU known mantle of Faustina lay on the 
pillow; Mario on being suddenly awakened 
had forgotten the unlucky mantle, and unable 
to account for Clement's unqualified astonish- 
ment, he waited quietly for an explanation of 
its cause, and of this early visit. When Wall- 
dorPs teeth began to chatter audibly, it occurred 
to him that Clement might be discomposed by 
the remembrance of his yesterday's miscon- 
duct, and he therefore said in a kind tone : — 
"This may pass for once, dear Walldorf !*' 
"To the devil with it," said Clement wildly, 
" this mantle belongs to — " 

"The Countess Faustina !" said Mario, with 
extreme coldness of manner; though pierced 
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through at the same time with a keen pang 
at his own thoughtlessness. 

"And you do not even attempt to deny it! w 
stammered Clement. 

" Why should IP asked Mario calmly. 

" Oh ! Faustina ! Faustina ! into what hands 
are you fallen V exclaimed Clement, as he 
rushed wildly about the room. 

t€ Herr von Walldorf, your conduct yesterday 
could be accounted for, and was therefore 
excusable ; your conduct to-day can neither be 
accounted for nor excused. Have the goodness 
to lay your present commands before me, with 
all convenient speed, that they may be fulfilled 
as soon as possible." 

* Count Mengen, how came this mantle 
here?" 

" The answer to this question is due not to you, 
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but to the Countess Faustina. That I shall 
not be backward in rendering my account 
to her, you may yourself be witness. For the 
rest, Herr von Walldorf, I beg you will never 
measure my reverence for this amiable and 
unprotected woman, by your own; for you 
have manifested a most especial deficiency of 
feeling, and consideration for her. 51 

Clement had heard enough for his own 
purpose, and that which he farther wished 
to know he did not yet inquire. He therefore 
went to the promenade, and walked up and 
down before Faustina's window. Perhaps 
die would see him, and call him in; but day- 
light gleamed so softly through the purple 
hangings of Faustina's windows, that it dif- 
fused itself over her eyelids, without raising 
them. She no longer slept, she was in a half 
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dreaming, half musing state ; it was delightful 
to her, she scarcely knew why. It must be 
the prospect of Cunigunda's happy future, 
thought she. 

After Clement had for some time walked up 
and down in vain, he determined, after a 
certain hour, to pay Faustina a visit, in an 
unembarrassed, indifferent manner, as if 
nothing had happened, and to be guided in his 
behaviour by circumstances. tf Oh God !" 
thought he, "if only she did not love this 
Mengen ! this makes her so indifferent towards 

me! she was quite different at Oberwall- 

dorf. not different towards me, not more 

kind but then, I did not suppose she 

could be more kind in maimer to any man, And- 
ku always excepted. Yes, even her avowed 
feeling for Andlau was not so painful to me, 
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was not so deep, not so bitter. Time, con- 
stancy, and habit, gave him certain rights; I 
knew it all, — I did not delude myself, — I asked 
nothing, but that she would permit me to lay 
down my heart before her, that she would 
sniile kindly on my love, and endure it! 
instead of that she keeps me at a distance, 
thrusts back my words into my bosom, or 
misinterprets them when on my lips — whilst 
she lavishes her affection on this Mengen; 
God knows to what an extent !" 

With these and similar ideas he had so worked 
up his rage and his passion, that he entered Faus- 
tina's house half beside himself, and sank on 
the sofa near her, incapable of uttering a single 
word. She imagined, as Mario had done before 
her, that the recollection of his ill behaviour 
overpowered him, and this confirmed her 
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in her resolution of ignoring all the occurrences 
of the previous day. She was breakfasting — 
for Clement, to whom the momenta seemed 
hours, had mistaken the time of day. 

"That is right,I am glad to see you so early; 
I was afraid you might not have quite forgiven 
my playing truant yesterday. It fell out in 
this way " She related to him how she had been 
interrupted, and then about the ball, that it 
had been brilliant and amusing — and then that 
Mengen was to drive her in a sledge that day. 

All this as naturally and as easily, as if quite 
unembarrassed, and with the true kindness that 
seeksto relieve another fromapainful stateof feel- 
ing. But Clement's passions were too much over- 
excited for him to be sensible of this. He saw in 
it only an adroit dissimulation* This idea over- 
powered him, and he hid his face with his hands, 
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in desperation. Faustina's first idea was to re- 
treat from him mistrustfully ; but she bethought 
herself that it was scarcely possible he should 
be intoxicated at ten o'clock in the morning, 
and ascribing his despair to his compunction, 
she controlled herself, retained her seat near 
him, drew his right hand from his face, and 
said, 

* Dear Clement, compose yourself." 
He looked at her, shook his head and ex- 
claimed, " God will punish falsehood." 

"Yes, yes," continued he, as Faustina 
dreadfully alarmed, looked at him speechlessly, 
"the mask has now fallen! — but when one 
suspects nothing and knows nothing, and only 
sees your face, every one would say that God 
has sent his darling angel in order to greet 
mankind from him — and probably that was 
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his intention! But these heavenly featured 
are forsworn — and nothing remains behind 
them, but — a false woman !" 

Faustina rose. She stood before Clement 
as tall, as stately, as if she had suddenly gained 
a foot in height. Coldly and commandingly 
she pointed with her outstretched hand 
towards the door, and without deigning to 
look at Clement, she passed with queenly 
pride into her own room, not even con- 
descending to shut the door behind her. 
She seated herself at the writing table, laid 
her head on both her hands, in order to reflect 
whether Clement was deranged or intoxicated; 
ill, or lost to shame; she found she could 
make nothing of it, and in order to divert 
her thoughts, she wrote a few feeling lines 
to Cunigunda, as an answer to her letter of 
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the previous day. Thus passed a quarter 
of an hour. Clement still sat motionless 
on the sofa. He repented his conduct 
the more, because what he had so rashly 
uttered had furnished Faustina with arms 
against him. He now said submissively, 

" I am still here, Countess Faustina." 

" Against my will, Herr von Walldorf !" said 
she coldly, still at her writing table. 

He rose — went to the threshold of her door, 
and said beseechingly, 

"If I am a culprit, at least give me my 
death-blow at once, by answering a few ques- 
tions." 

"I really believe you are deranged," said 
she calmly, laying down her pen. 

" Did you not return home last night, accom- 
panied by Count Mengen?" 

VOL. II. £ 
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"Yes." 

" Wrapped in his cloak }'* 

"Yes." 

"And why?" 

"Because my. own, as well as my servant 
was missing, and still remains so." 

"Excuse me, the mantle is there !— I saw it 
not two hours since." 

"Where?" 

"Where? You ask where? Countess have 
you indeed the courage to ask it ?" 

"Heavens}" cried she impatiently, "does 
it flutter like a weather-cock from the Church 
tower? or is some modern Faustus flying 
through the air upon it? — or what?" 

"It lies in Count Mengen's room! — upon 
his pillow !" 

" I am very glad of it — that good Mengen ! 
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he must have found Ernst; I had really begun 
to despair of it. — Proceed in your examination 
Herr von Walldorf, you see I am ready with 
my answers." 

" I have done." 

<f I am sorry for that." 

"Why?" 

"Because now I cannot accomplish giving 
you — that is to say, your crazy fancies, a death- 
blow ; for you seem almost petrified, yet 
neither distinct nor rational." 

" Faustina," exclaimed Clement, throw- 
ing himself at her feet, "have compassion 
upon me. How can I be rational, when the 
wildest passion, and jealousy, cloud my mind 
and my judgment, and when every outward 
token confirms me in the cruel conviction, that 
— Mengen is happier than myself!" 
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" From my inmost heart, I wish him so !" 
said Faustina gloomily. 

Clement rose and said in a tone of bitter 
malignity, "That, I have never doubted! — I 
knew it, when I saw the mantle by his side." 

" Spare me that eternal mantle !" said Faus- 
tina impatiently. 

" It could only be where its owner was !— or 
had been !" 

The deep annoyance of Faustina's coun- 
tenance, changed suddenly into so deep a 
sorrow, that Clement, as if thunderstruck, fell 
once more at her feet. She oply said — " Cle- 
ment !" — but a heart-rending degree of reproach 
lay in her soft, trembling, melancholy tone. 

"Pardon," faltered Clement, wringing his 
hands. 

"Oh!" said she, "it is not against me, you 
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have most fatally offended — against yourself, 
against the fresh purity of your own soul. Stand 
up, Herr von Walldorf, and leave me. Never 
in future can you dare to meet my glance— in- 
voluntarily you will shrink from it, and such 
people I cannot endure to approach me — go.*' 

" Be merciful, Faustina," gasped Clement, 
pressing his forehead to her feet; but with 
unspeakable disgust, she with her foot motioned 
him away — repeated "go" — and he went ! 

Big tears fell from her eyes; she gazed 
with deep feeling at Andlau's picture, and 
said, "Anastasius! friend! will you indeed 
never return to give shelter and protection to 
your Ina!" 

Just then she heard Mario's step in the 
antechamber; quickly she dried her eyes. 
It was perhaps her chief distress that she 
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dared not confess to him the cause of her 
disturbance. This made her irritable : she 
did not even receive him with friendliness, 
when he entered, saying, 

"May I venture to crave pardon for the 
culprit Ernst ? 33 

" He is the cause of all/ 3 exclaimed she in 
vexation. . 

" Has anything unpleasant occurred ?" asked 
Mario, anxiously. 

" Nothing particular/ 3 said she with some 
embarrassment, " I was only thinking of 
yesterday — and besides, where is my mantle ? 33 

" Ha, ha/ 3 thought Mario, "Clement has 
already reported. 33 He then quietly said, " I 
took it away yesterday evening from your stag- 
gering Ernst, in order to secure it from the 
smoke of the servants' room ; it now hangs upon 
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my arm i" He then related to her what had 
passed, and how it happened that Ernst was 
intoxicated. She exclaimed, 

" With intemperate people I can have nothing 
to do ! I have already dismissed one, and the 
other may follow V 

"Dear Countess, can you not ignore it ? w 

" No, Clement persists in an abiding intoxi- 
cation, that is very troublesome to me, and 
what I now learn with reference to my ser- 
vant, does not tend to reinstate him in my 
good opinion. 

"But Ernst, who has committed this fault 

for the first time, and has repented of it with 
tears ?" 

"Well, you must rebuke him, address your- 
self to his conscience, and receive his oath 
of allegiance, my good Mengen. I am not at 
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all au fait in giving lectures, and am most 
willing to retain a servant who has been faithful 
for years past/ 5 

Thus did Mario negotiate peace ; and soon 
after it was also permitted him to chase 
away the mists of vexation from Faustina's 
spirit, for she had the (farming versatility of a 
child, and every golden apple of thought that 
was thrown in her way suspended her winged 
Atalanta race. Mario was telling her of a 
marriage, which as being a frightful mesalliance, 
not only as to station, but also as to age and 
circumstances, had put every body into com- 
motion. 

" The husband is an artist," said Faustina. 

" Yes, but he is old, and has not the least 
trace of good looks ; what does the wife gain 
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by seeing him brilliant and admired every 
evening for a few hours, when the halo vanishes 
daily before her eyes." 

"Oh! we are fanciful; to see the beloved 
one admired each day for three hours, reigning 
c over every mind, and fixing every eye, might be 
a great delight !" 

" But then he returns home exhausted, dis- 
figured, unstrung; a butterfly that has crept 
back into its chrysalis shell." 

"Ah! Mengen; wives are too much accus- 
tomed to see their husbands in a repulsive 
condition, without their having previously 
enchanted the world ! And then, I think it is 
almost impossible to analyze the charm, that is 
diffused over intimate communion with artists 
of all kinds ; and also very difficult to resist it 
when once susceptible of it. They may have 

e 2 
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caprices, they may be absent, and wild, and yet 
possess the charm that harmonizes all, and this 
is perhaps the highest triumph of art." 

"It may be questioned however if this 
charm would last through a life. What young 
man has not been once in his life distractedly 
in love with a singer or an actress ; and how 
seldom does any permanent attachment arise 
out of it !" 

" Chiefly, because such permanence is not 
the natural accompaniment of any youthful 
ebullitions of enthusiasm." 

" No, chiefly because these apparitions are 
in possession of that magic only, which dazzles 
for a moment, without enchaining !" 

" To be sure you can speak from your own 
experience," said Faustina slyly, " and against 
that I cannot contend. Artists of all kinds 
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nevertheless are and always will be my born 

friends, for whom I feel a supreme interest; 

only they must be genuine artists, creative and 

inspired ! — no imitators, no journeymen." 

" Genius has the same lot with virtue ; both 

are in the minority in this m&diocre world of 

ours. A great artist is as rare as a great 

man." 

a Does an artist in your opinion cease to be 
a man }" 

« Half and half! inspirations impel him — he 
knows not whither ! visions flit before him — he 
knows not from whence ! conflicting and strug- 
gling powers control him, that are roused neither 
by outward circumstance, nor inward passion ! 
He says things that he has never thought ! he 
creates images the like of which he never be- 
held! But he cannot command the power 
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which calls them out of nothing. He must 
wait until some god, some demon, some genius, 
shall breathe it into him. He possesses higher 
powers than are common to humanity, as far 
as brilliant capabilities are concerned — yet is 
he possessed by a still higher power ! He pre- 
scribes laws, he abolishes customs and opinions, 
he begins and ends an era like a divinity ! yet is 
he all the while but a blind subservient priest, 
waiting in the temple of his god ! And this 
wonderful combination, in which resides the 
very essence of his being, places him decidedly 
lower than the self-cognizant man. I confess 
that I always feel a sort of shyness in the pre- 
sence of an artist, which is otherwise foreign to 
my nature. One is never sure iti their case, 
whether they are ascending or descending — 
whether heavenly rays are illuminating the 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 85 

abyss, or unearthly flames striving upwards 
to the heavens ! Whether their immense 
powers rule them like a rider, or obey them 
like a steed! I prefer worshipping them a la 
distance, — in their works.'* 

" Well said ; given out in good, cold, worldly- 
minded style ! after all, you are only afraid of 
being whirled into a sphere, for which you were 
not fashioned. Just think of what unbounded 
benefit one single artist can be, for long 
periods of time, to many future generations — 
and your heart must beat for a being that is 
selected by God, as a blessing to mankind, and 
who has probably paid for this high honour, by 
unknown and immeasureable pangs \" 

" But with what ecstasy these sorrows of strug- 
gling creative genius are compensated ; I fancy 
few people can have had sensations equal to 
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those of Raphael as he stood before his 
Madonna del S. Sisto when completed !" 

" Hardly, when completed ! A genius is emi- 
nently aspiring ! and finds neither enjoyment nor 
repose in the attained, or the accomplished % 
when his conception is at work, then it is, I 
believe, he celebrates those holy mysteries, of 
which the profound, globing, divine intoxication, 
would indeed make our little limited joys seem 
colourless enough ; — but every effervescence is 
for the moment, and then he is thrown back 
upon insipid life !" 

"But we all abide in this insipid life — and 
without any compensating effervescence — " 

" It must be hard to him to whom Hebe has 
held forth her cup, to accept a draught at the 
hands of a black-eyed maid of the hostelry ; — 
he would involuntarily compare the wine with 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA, 87 

the nectar, the maiden with the goddess — and, 
comparisons are fatal to enjoyment; but we 
enjoy ourselves tout bonnement with the wine 
and the mortal, for we have not been thrust 
out of Olympus upon this earth. Thus will 
he always compare that which he has imagined, 
with that which he has produced, and will in 
the form, find but a shadow of the original idea. 
I have a friend — not a painter, but a poet — 
who says : € All my own creations appear to me 
like fallen angels ! they still have a something 
that reminds one of their origin, but the glory 
has departed from them, since they assumed a 
bodily form ; little however do I vex myself; I 
hold converse with the fallen spirits, and shape 
for them with my best efforts a light drapery of 
tangible earthly materials, in which to make 
them visible to mankinds " 
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" See now, your friend feels it a happiiiess, 
that agrees with my impressions ! What is his 
name ? is he known as a poet ?" asked Mario 
eagerly. 

"Very well known — truly not as a poet, 
but— " 

" Well ? but — you said just now — " 

" But as a poetess !" 

" Ah ! a woman ?" said Mario. 

"Yes, unluckily it is only a woman who 
participates in your views," said Faustina 
mockingly. 

"And why did you speak of this friend in the 
masculine ?" 

"Because to my feeling, genius is without 
sex : whether it produce a bat, or a Titan, the 
genius is my friend." 
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"And will you not give me credit for the 
same freedom from prejudice ?" 

Faustina laughed heartily: « Excellent indeed ! 
do you think you have given me cause for 
such confidence? you hold women incapable 
either of enthusiasm or of passion; without 
this two-edged sword, is it possible to clear for 
oneself a path to the regions of art ? Nay, you 
do not believe that genius would stoop to a 
mesalliance with a woman, although it may 
sometimes trifle with her; it demands a body six 
feet long, a deep bass voice, Collier Grec — then 
it has elbow room. A genius, most worshipful 
lords of the creation, must be as like yourselves 
as possible. If it wear a muslin dress, and braided 
hair, you would fain endow it with a superb 
black beard, so as to make it a little bit more 
worthy of its dignities. No, Mengen, if genius 
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reach towards you a hand half the size of 
your own, you will decidedly refuse it your 
friendship." 

" Perhaps so ; for as I said before, I like best 
to observe and admire such people at a distance. 
In close communication it is difficult to find 
the true point of view from which they should 
be contemplated and judged ; hence much error 
and confusion. I delight in clearness/' 

" Then let us go into the public garden, there 
all is in a most ghastly state of clearness ; the 
sky so blue, the earth so white, the ice so 
transparent, the trees so naked : oh ! this clear- 
ness, how chilling it is." 

She shivered as she spoke, and left the room 
to prepare for the walk and the sledge. 
Mengen's gaze followed her, — it seemed to 
him that a ray of brightness streamed from 
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her every step, such as one sees following 
the swan's track in the water, on a moonlight 
night. 

"I delight in clearness/* repeated he half 
aloud, as he sank deeply musing on the sofa. 
" What then restrains me from arriving at it in 
regard to herself? one single question and all is 
decided!— but she said yesterday she should 
laugh at me if I asked that question. The sun 
is like her, not clear but bright, bright with 
heavenly light, as she is \" — 

Faustina had been standing waiting in the 
door-way for some time, for she was aware 
of his state of reverie. He did not observe 
her, until she almost timidly pronounced his 
name, and she then added : 

" I am always unwilling to break in 
upon any one's reveries, for there is no saying 
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from what a paradise one may be recalling 
them." 

"Fear nothing, you bring paradise with 
you!" said Mario, with deep feeling, very 
unlike the playful tone in which he usually 
paid her homage ; and in this state of mind he 
continued during the hours he remained in her 
society. At parting he exclaimed, 

"And now almost four and twenty hours 
must pass before I see you again !" 

"Why? come this evening to Madame von 
Eilau's. — I shall be there." 

" I cannot. I have indispensable — " 

" Then do not complain !" exclaimed Faustina 
impatiently. 

" I will come," said Mario joyfully ; for he 
saw clearly that it was his refusal, and not his 
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complaint that irritated her; and Faustina 
smiled as gaily as himself. 

The evening came, one quarter of an hour 
followed another, and no Mario appeared at 
Madame von Eilau's. At first Faustina was a 
little impatient, then restless, and at length 
wretched; she began by laying the blame of 
this incomprehensible condition on the com- 
pany, afterwards upon her previous disturbance, 
and at length on some actual misfortune. She 
thought of Clement, whether some absurd pro- 
ceeding of his towards Mario, might not have 
detained him; fearful possibilities flitted 
before her and clouded her glance; she sank 
on a sofa and leant her head against the 
cushion. For the last hour music had been 
going on, and of such excellence that it did not 
provoke conversation, which is as surely called 
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forth by mediocre music, as a mouse from its 
hiding place. Faustina therefore remained 
undisturbed and almost unobserved, but the 
music played like the hum of insects upon her 
ear \ she was on the point of leaving the party, 
that at least she might undergo the torment of 
expectation, in the solitude of her own room. 
Just then the door was opened softly, so as not 
to disturb the listeners. It was Mengen. 
Faustina had looked so often towards that 
door in vain, that she sullenly determined not 
to raise her eyes to it again; thus she sat 
opposite him, quite pale, her eyelids drooping 
as if closed, her mouth expressing anxious and 
suppressed melancholy. He could not but sup- 
pose that some great misfortune had befallen 
her, and eager to give token of the presence 
of a sympathising spirit, no other way of 
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producing an apparently unintentional dis- 
turbance occurred to him, but that of letting 
fall his stick. Every glance was turned re- 
proachfully towards him, but he heeded it not, 
for his was directed towards Faustina; she 
looked up and perceived him, and that instant 
was she transfigured — brilliant, serene, and 
happy! Mario boiled with impatience at the 
virtuosi; with their final chord he reached 
Faustina, and asked — 
" What has been the matter V 3 
" I feared you would not come, and so I was 
eanuyie" 

" Has nothing else happened to you?" 
" Is it not enough to have waited an hour 
and a half, or two hours ? and particularly for 
me, who never keep aijy one waiting ! — never 
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do I voluntarily stretch any one on the 
rack!" 

" We had appointed no hour, how could I 
have foreseen — ?" 

"No, no, you could not foresee, but now 
you know it once for all." 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 97 



CHAPTER IV. 

Feldern came daily to Faustina ; she had 
imparted to him the step she had taken in 
Cunigunda's behalf, and he also thought it 
best, both for her sake and for his own, that 
she should leave her father's house. 

" When I am cut off from the possibility 
of seeing her," said he, " I can more easily 
believe in the impossibility of our union. If I 
can approach her, I must see her ; and if I see 
her, I must make her mine." 

"You are very candid, my good Feldern," 
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returned Faustina in surprise, " I have never 
heard you speak so openly ." 

" When one has nothing either to hope or to 
lose — when one posseses all or nothing— one 
becomes very candid. The bridegroom at his 
wedding feast says without reserve, ' I am very 
happy f and the beggar at the road-side says, 
' I am very miserable/ Joy and sorrow have 
children who are strikingly like each other — 
they must be of the same race." 

Faustina on this and other occasions, when 
in communication with Feldern, recognized 
Mario's influence, who had faithfully striven 
to endue him with that independence of the 
shocks of changing destiny, which he himself 
had hitherto maintained ; and earnestly did she 
wish she could find such a friend in need for 
Clement ; for, as she keenly felt, she could no 
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longer desire, and therefore no longer exercise 
influence in his case. As regarded her, he 
seenied abolished from the earth, vanished 
without a trace; neither by her, nor by his 
acquaintance was he to be seen, and she 
would have concluded he had left Dresden, 
but that a gloomy presentiment whispered, he 
would hardly sever himself from her, without 
reconciliation, and without farewell. And where 
then was he ? did he pace around her dwelling ? 
did he watch her movements? might she not 
dread the maddest proceedings from his wild 
passion ? 

His having tampered with her servant, some- 
times crossed her mind, when she was alone. 
She suffered the most uneasy tension of nerves, 
and shrank together, when she heard strange 
steps or voices in the ante-room. When 
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Mengen was with her, these terrors appeared 
so childish, that she had not the resolu- 
tion to confess them to him. It would have 
been painful to her to send Mario to recover 
trace of Walldorf ; she knew too well how reck- 
less Clement was, and how ready to injure, 
or openly affront the man he so hated. But 
when a week had passed away without any 
sign of life from him, she conjured Feldern to 
obtain some information about him. She told 
him frankly what had passed between them, 
and ended by saying : — 

"I cannot take any direct measures about 
him myself, because the slightest token of sym- 
pathy would lead him to the most unwarrantable 
conclusions, that would be mischievous to him 
as they could never be realized, and would place 
me in the most distressing dilemma." 
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Feldern promised to do his best, and at any 
rate, in the course of the day to ascertain 
whether he were still in Dresden. A letter 
from Andlau did not contribute to restore 
Faustina's serenity. He wrote to her on the 
affair of Cunigunda, in a cool and dispassionate 
tone, that was quite intolerable to her feelings, 
whenever she had enlisted as a partisan-* 
whether for, .or against. 'One should never, 
when at such a distance/ murmured she, ' write 
of things that may to-day wear an aspect diffe- 
rent from that of the morrow ; but only of such 
things as never vary and never grow old. It is 
true I know but little of Cunigunda; true, the 
finding a fitting position for her is a doubt- 
ful business; true, one does but reap ill 
will and thanklessness by taking part in 
family differences; but I have not thrust 
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myself into them ; the manner in which I am 
involved in them, can surely cast no shade 
of blame on me. And even if it did so it 
would not disturb me, for my intention was 
to do good, and certainly that was not wrong/ 
Andlau's answer was there, and it was not 
even consolatory. If Mario could not bring 
a better, what was to become of Cunigunda. 
As she pondered herself into low spirits and 
weariness, the door flew open, and Mengen, 
radiant with pleasure, entered the room, an 
open letter in his hand. 

" Cunigunda is welcome," he cried, "and 
the sooner the better. My mother has sent 
a confidential servant to accompany her during 
the journey, and this accounts for some delay 
in the answer; it came by him. Are you 
satisfied ?" 
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He knelt before her, and looked with delight 
into her eyes, which responded to him in the 
same heavenly expression. 

'fOh Mengeti!" was all she said, as she 
laid one hand on her bosom; the other she 
gave to him, and he, without kissing it, held it 
long and reverentially within his own, still gazing 
entranced upon her features. At length he 
pressed his lips earnestly to the small delicate 
hand — Faustina rose and said, 

"Dear Mengen, will you kindly let Ernst 
know I have a message for him; I will write 
immediately to Cunigunda that she may pre- 
pare ; perhaps she may thus be able to start to- 
morrow. Oh ! how she will rejoice, and how 
thankful she will be to you — !" 

(C Nay, that were indeed gratitude mis- 
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placed; I have laboured in your service, and 
was therefore sure to prosper." 

Feldern had gone straight to Clement's 
apartment. His broad Johann appeared 
doubtful as to whether he should admit him 
to his master or not, but as he had already 
acknowledged him to be at home, he was 
obliged to open the door to him. The precise, 
order-loving Feldern, was shocked at the 
disorder, which reigned in this large, and 
originally elegant apartment. Articles of 
wearing apparel on the ground, plates on 
the chairs, bottles, cards, remnants of break- 
fast and cigars, on the tables, foils and 
pistols on the bed, glasses in every direction, 
two camp-bedsteads, set up side by side, and 
Clement in his dressing gown, with unshorn 
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T>eard, pale as a ghost, and quite exhausted, 
standing in the middle of the room, with one 
arm around his head, the other hanging 
sleepily down. 

"One might fancy oneVself in a camp," 
said Feldern as he entered, but his sportive 
tone was assumed* 

" Yes," said Clement languidly, " we have 
spent two days and two nights together, and 
we made our arrangements as well as we 
could. We were seven in all/ and two slept 
at a time, we took it by turns. It all went 
very well, but at last, to-day, the third day, 
the stupid fellows ran sulky, and went one 
to the right, another to the left, ix> eat, to 
sleep, and what not." 

" Then you have all been very merry ?" 

*< Merry ? — why yes, — what is called merry. 
p2 
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There was noise enough* wine and cards; 
and I hope you are not of opinion that women 
are an essential part of a merry meeting" 

" God fprbid !" said Feldern. He was 
pained for Clement, who seemed half tipay, 
ill in body, and ill in mind. 

" Would it not be as well to breathe a little 
fresh air ? the heavy hot atmosphere of this 
room, quite unstrings the nerves, and op- 
presses the chest. You seem completely worn 
out." 

" So I am," said Clement, as he seated 
himself on a table, from which he swept some 
cards. 

" I thought you must be ill, as it was so long 
since I had met you at the Countess Faus- 
tina's." 

" On the contrary, it is because I have not 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 107 

been to the Countess Faustina, that I am ill ; 

that is to say I should have been ill, if I had 

not preferred living jollily." 

" It is very pleasant to live joMy for two or 

three days, but then, my good friend, the sport 

becomes tedious." 

" Like every thing else in this sublunary 

world, and life itself in the first place !" 
" You are still very young, Herr von Wall- 

dorf." 

s€ I shall be two-and-twenty to-morrow, and 

that is what is called young. But, unluckily, 

in the last few months I am grown old — old — 

older than the hills." 

" Yet you are still seeking amusement." 
" No ! I am only seeking to kill time." 
" Do, come and take a walk with me." 
" But I should be obliged to dress !" 
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" Yes, faith, from head to foot." 

" And that is not worth the trouble? Tell 
me, Feldern, is anything worth the trouble of 
moving one's little finger." 

" Yes, the fulfilment of our duties." 

" But, when one owes no duty to any one in 
the world?" 

" You speak strangely ; is there not all man- 
kind?" 

" Pugh !" said Clement, letting his head 
again sink upon his breast. 

After a short pause, and without raising it, 
he said, " Did you come to me of your own 
accord?" 

Feldern would not tell an untruth, and be- 
sides there was something so disconsolate in 
WalldorPs state, that he could not withhold the 
slender boon of an answer in the negative. 
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" She sent you here ? — she thinks about me ?" 
exclaimed Clement in a tone of melancholy 
satisfaction. " But how can it be otherwise, 
when I think of her always — nay of her only ! 
Such thoughts must become a sort of net 
gradually weaving itself around her spirit, and 
drawing it down towards me \" 

Feldero thought of what Faustina had said 
as to Walldorf *s inconceivable conclusions, and 
therefore said, half laughingly, but with some 
touch of bitterness, 

" We should never reckon upon such a result. 
The mind of a woman is so subtle that our 
straight forward natures cannot catch it, and so 
capricious that it often allows itself to be 
caught without any effort of ours." 

" Do you think so ? — without our effort ? — 
ah ! true, you also have suffered at the hands 
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of a woman. Oh ! the woe that sex sheds over the 
whole of this noble creation is unspeakable, and 
the man that expects happiness from a woman 
is lost ! and that exactly because the most di- 
vine amongst them, have so much of the demon ! 
The common herd of women— oh ! one may gaze 
at them without the breast heaving, the heart 
panting, the blood boiling, or the arms stretch- 
ing out to enfold them ; all these emotions are 
for one who is as unlike the others, as a fairy 
tale is to a matter of fact narration ! — Tell me, 
— do you not always think of some fairy tale 
when you see her — that woman ! — for instance, 
the story of that Princess, from whose lips fell 
roses when she smiled, and from whose eyelids 
fell pearls when she wept. That woman 

has eyes !" 

" All women have eyes \" interrupted Feldern, 
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a little wearied by this rhapsody ; " and to avoid 
monomania, it is as well occasionally to re- 
member, that the woman who has no eyes for 
us, should in our estimation have no eyes at 
all » 

".Very just! very philosophical! Oh! how 
I regret having so completely neglected the 
study of philosophy at the University. Wis- 
dom reduced to a science strikes me as 
absurdly, as a tree to which a gardener gives 
the form of some animal, in order that people 
may know that the dumb vegetation signifies 
something. After all it is no bad plan ! 
One knows exactly what to think of a lion, 
or of an eagle ; books of geography, of natural 
history, thousands of travelled descriptions — 
in short the most rational and accurate 
opinions coincide upon them. But in the 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



112 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

case of a simple tree, we are all abroad ! One 
may think of the tree of paradise from which 
Eve plucked her celebrated apple — or of the 
Upas tree of Java, which like a government in 
time of pestilence, stands under the false sus- 
picion of producing universal empoisonment — 
or of the Linden tree in the Castle Court of 
Niirnberg, which the Empress Cunigunda 
planted with its branches downwards, and its 
roots in the air, in order to prove to her hus - 
band her immaculate purity. The Emperor 
Henry the second, surnamed Saint Henry, was 
her husband, and the virtue of women must be 
a very precarious thing, when even a saint 
can doubt it ; — and, besides, there is the laurel 
of the Isola Bella, in which Napoleon cut the 
word bataille, before the battle of Marengo; or 
the Oak of Pleischwitz in the neighbourhood of 
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Breslau, in whose hollow trunk a shoemaker 
and a tailor made a pair of shoes and a pair 
of trowsers, which are still extant — probably 
they had laid a wager about it, otherwise I 
can't conceive why they should have chosen 
such a workshop — or the c seven sisters/ here 
in the public garden ; or the pine at Ober- 
walldorf of which the Countess Faustina has 
made such a beautiful picture — there ! I am 
come round to her again, and yet I began with 
philosophy !" 

He stood up, flung his arm again around his 
head, and was silent. 

"You are really ill, dear Walldorf; the 
wearing excitement of the last few days has 
fearfully disturbed your nerves, and fevered 
your blood. You must leave this scene, its 
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disorder contributes to confuse you. Do dress 
yourself; I am willing to wait; we will then 
go out, and in the mean while order may be 
restored here." 

" Well, have it your own way," said Clement, 
as he summoned Johann. 

Amongst Johann's laudable qualities, those 
of an accomplished valet were not pre- 
eminent; and as his master was not in the 
humour to help out these deficiencies, by his 
own efforts, the toilet lasted a good while, 
and Feldern had full leisure amidst these 
fragments of the shipwreck of extravagance, 
to bethink himself of all sorts of anecdotes, 
which he related to Clement, in order to rouse 
him from his inward brooding. But it was all 
lost labour. Clement remained inaccessible 
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to all that was not Faustina; and had Feldern 
asked him his opinion of the man in the 
moon, the answer would still have been the 
same. — 

" I die, if I do not see her again." 

" And if you do ^ee her again, you will 
behave so— strangely, that a woman who can 
adapt herself to all the rest of the world, finds 
it impossible to carry on communication with 
you." 

"That is just the thing! she must not treat 
me as she does all the rest of the world." 

" If you persevere in these demands, I really 
cannot offer you my mediation." 

"Oh God ! let me but see her again, and she 
shall treat me as she pleases. I will bear every- 
thing, — yes everything! — only no contempt, and 
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more particularly, no indifference. And then 
she must call me €€ dear Clement," not "Herr 
von Walldorf." No one else has ever called me 
"dear Clement;" perhaps my parents, but 
that I forget, for they died early. My brother 
has another way of expressing himself, and 
for the rest of the world I am "Walldorf." 
When she sometimes says, "dear Clement," 
it is as if the nightingale sang in a winter's 
day ; and if any one else were to dare to call 
me by the same name, I would stop his 
audacious mouth with a bullet. Then she 
must hold out her hand to me. She never 
will do that. I have seen her stroke Mengen's 
large greyhound on his hairy snake's head — but 
she will not give me her hand. And what 
grace there is in the motion of her hands ; only 
to look upon it, it is as though a shower of 
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flowers were falling ; she must give me her 
hand— " . 

"I am surprised to find you making any 
stipulations, more especially, such as even 
love would scarcely fulfil. What inducement 
should Countess Faustina have to grant them ?" 

" Compassion !" 

The walk lasted about two hours, and 
Feldern was rather oppressed by this passion, 
so near akin to madness, which founded its 
hopes upon nothing, and yet whose cravings 
embraced everything. He said he would 
tell Faustina how miserable it made Clement to 
think he had behaved impertinently to her ; 
that he must wait the result quietly, and above 
all things avoid any communication with bad 
company, which could but unfit him for good 
society. 
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€S Do not be so point device, with your good 
society," exclaimed Clement sharply; "for 
such things take place in it, as bad company 
has not to reproach itself withal; if the com- 
pany is bad, that is to say, rude and coarse, 
the coarse joke and the rude expression, are 
in their right place, and nobody is injured by 
it. But in good, fine, cultivated, elegant 
society, what manner of talk is there ! with 
seeming delicacy, and with piquant inflections 
the grossest sins against propriety: "Asa- 
foetida aux confitures !" Old men particularly 
take an infernal delight in this, and they 
encourage the young ones. What men say 
to each other — why, that does not much sig- 
nify; but before women they should bridle 
their loose tongues. Were I a woman, I should 
4 long to box their ears right and left, for such 
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conversation. But that would be considered 
above all things improper ! So they bear it — 
be they angered, or be they shamed, still 
they must bear it. Many make to them- 
selves mirth of it, it comes to that at last! 
And amidst all this, young girls grow up, and 
unprotected women, young and beautiful, like 
Faustina, live on and listen. When a certain 
old man, whose name I have forgotten, enters 
her house, I long to throw him out again by 
the window. He leans back in an arm chair, 
that there may be space for his rotundity, 
his stick reposes between his knees, and his 
hands rest on its knob. Nothing is to be seen 
of the red greasy face, but a gelatinous double 
chin, pendant cheeks, and blubber lips. The 
nose goes for nothing, the eyes are filled up by 
the wrinkles of the eyelids, like a pond choked by 
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agglomerations of earth ; and this machine sets 
about relating — the devil knows what! One 
may interrupt him by speaking, but — he waits 
for a pause ; — one may even entreat his silence, 
but he will hang on to the next sentence 
another anecdote in the same disgusting style ! 
Where such men are permitted to talk, one 
cannot see the use of a censorship. No, I 
will not bear the yoke of your good society. 
Whoever has lived a couple of years in it 
is sword and shot proof, and knowing enough ! 
If it depended upon me, Faustina should not live 
three days longer amongst such people. When 
she sits opposite this old Moloch, and winds 
her gold chain more and mote rapidly, and im- 
patiently round her fingers, she is adorable! 
once she laughed, but it was in scorn ! that 
was magnificent !" 
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And again he returned to the subject of 
Faustina, and like a true mono-maniac uttered 
all sorts of extravagancies on this one fixed 
idea, whilst upon other subjects he could judge 
clearly and rationally. 

In spite of his quarrel with good society, he 
promised to keep his late jolly companions at 
arm's length, and Feldern returned quite ex- 
hausted to Faustina, who in the most amiable 
manner fell in with his request that she would 
receive Clement again into favour. Feldern 
did not impart the stipulations that had been 
made, nor did he give any particular account 
of the circumstances in which he had found 
him ; he feared any diminution of Faustina's 
favorable feelings towards him, and considered 
it quite essential that nothing should induce 
her to withdraw her friendship from him if 

VOL II. g 
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anything like propriety was to be expected of 
him; but he did tell her that the next day was 
his birthday. 

When Clement called upon her early 
the next morning, she exclaimed good 
humouredly, 

" Now, my prodigal son, this garland shall 
welcome both your return and your birthday," 
and she threw a garland of the earliest spring 
flowers towards him. " These flowers, which 
have budded amidst snow and ice, are the 
most beautiful emblems of hope with which 
I could present you, — and hope is after all, 
that which we most delight in." 

"I have no great opinion of hope," said 
Clement. 

« Do things present so entirely content you ?" 

"They content me so little, that it does not 
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appear to me worth while to cany out dreams 
of them into the future, — and that is the 
occupation of hope !" 

" But we look into the future as involuntarily 
as we gaze into the heavens, when standing 
at a window ; and as in them, sometimes the 
clouds close over, sometimes the stars peep 
out — so do our visions of hope vanish, or 
glimmer forth in the future ! Have you fixed 
the day for your return to Oberwalldorf ?" 

€€ I have not yet thought about it." 

" And what does your brother say to 
that?" 

" Nothing that I know of; indeed he says 
but little, even when he speaks a great deal ; 
and as we do not correspond, I really know 
nothing about him." 
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• 

" I wonder that your stay here, should be so 
agreeable to you." 

"You are here! — I mean to say — you also 
live in Dresden." 

" I have no other place of residence." 

" Why would you send me into the exile of 
country life, which is always in itself depressing, 
when the interests and duties of the heart, do 
not ennoble this clinging to, and care for, the 
clods of the earth." 

"And what prevents you from pursuing 
these higher interests? You stand there upright 
and independent, in graceful and energetic 
youth ! not indeed very rich, which is all the 
better, for activity requires a spur. Do pur- 
chase an estate suited to your means, seek out 
jm amiable companion for life, and be very, 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 125 

very happy, dear Clement — this is my wish 
for you on your birthday/' 

"Do you sincerely wish to see me happy ? w 

" If I said, No, would you believe me ? I 
always tell truth, finding it much more con- 
venient than falsehood, and you know it very 
well." 

"In the world it is customary not exactly to 
lie, but to utter a great many fine words." 

" I do so too, when nothing better inspires 
me ; but in the case of friends, I call fine, 
empty words, lies, because they are received 
as realities ; not so the world, it receives the 
coin in which it pays, a fair exchange !" 

"Very well! then you should not merely 
wish my happiness, but also do something 
towards it." 

" Do something — oh ! my feeble hand is 
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better fitted for weaving the gossamer threads 
of theory, than the heavy cable of practice. 
What can I do for you — paint you a pretty 
picture ?" 

" Your own !" 

"No, no, others must exert their powers on 
that, — I have too much to do with myself, to 
paint myself into the bargain. But I can visit 
you — " 

"When? where?" 

"Why, when you are married and have a 
comfortable home." 

"That is too distant a prospect." 

"Well, I will think about it; perhaps some- 
thing else may occur to me." 

But Faustina was so wearied by this unwonted 
effort, so to arrange her words as to make of 
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each one a barrier to Clement, that she was 
ill at ease, — and was heartily glad, when the 
arrival of Cunigunda and her father inter- 
rupted the conversation. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Madame von Stein had taken leave of her 
daughter coldly, with the admonition, to pre- 
serve throughout life, and in all its relations, 
that spirit of independence which she now in 
early youth so strongly manifested towards her 
parents, that she might not come under suspi- 
cion of having acted from childish wilfulness. 
That as every person endowed with a strong 
will is entitled to make it available, she per- 
mitted her daughter to seek out happiness, in 
her own rather startling way. 
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Cunigunda's sisters wept, and consoled them- 
selves. Her father only was deeply moved, and 
Cunigunda full of true sorrow at being 
obliged to leave him. She loved the limited, 
tractable, enduring old man, not with filial 
tenderness, not with veneration, but with a 
deep compassion, such as Antigone might have 
felt towards her father. — Alas ! this father too 
was blind, and could not walk alone through 
the intricacies of life, for he was incapable 
of taking a wide view of them, and required 
a guide, — a milder one than his despotic wife. 
Such his dutiful child — as he always called 
Cunigunda, — had ever been to him ; and he 
mourned over his irreparable loss, but with 
entire resignation. 

"She is young, I am old," said he, "it is of 
her future I am bound to think — old people have 
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none : and indeed, I should have lost her as 
muchkhe moment she married; and then she 
would have been unhappy, she says, and that 
would have broken my heart. But God can so 
order things that she may be happy, and I may 
live to see it/* 

Cunigunda sat close to him, and held his 
hand in hers : her lips trembled, but she did 
not weep, and scarcely spoke ; she felt with a 
stern sadness the manner in which she was 
leaving the paternal home, and going forth 
alone amongst strangers. Formerly she had 
looked upon this separation very differently, as 
a blessed vocation to which she was to be 
called by her husband ; but that was long passed 
by, it was but a dream of her childish years, 
whilst still in ignorance of her future demands 
on a husband. Since then it had been quite 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTE88 FAUSTINA. 131 

otherwise with her, how and why she knew 
not ; she now felt for the first time as if just 
roused from sleep, but the day to which she 
had awakened lay chill and colourless before her, 
and she shivered at the thought of going forth 
into it. 

Mengen came ; he renewed his previous ac- 
quaintance with Herr von Stein AndCunigunda, 
and spoke so much and so warmly of his 
family, particularly of his father, that every- 
thing became familiar and encouraging to the 
minds of the listeners. Matilda's wedding was 
to take place immediately. Faustina said, 

u I rejoice at it, both for the betrothed pair, 
and for you, dear Cunigunda ! it brings us nearer 
to people when we have attended some family 
festival with them ; we are no longer strangers 
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in that circle in which we have smiled, or wept 
in sympathy." 

"And I shall soon follow you, Mademoiselle 
von Stein/' said Mario, " and bring you letters, 
and news from home ; for I am quite deter- 
mined not to allow anything so joyous as a 
wedding to take place in my family without 
being present at it." 

"Anything so joyous !" said Faustina, but 
Mario did not hear her, for Herr von Stein 
proceeded in high delight to say, 

"I am extremely glad, Count Mengen, that a 
wedding strikes you as a joyous event; formerly 
it was the custom to make it a season of 
merriment and entertainment, there was feast- 
ing and banqueting for weeks together; and 
as to the wedding day itself, all the hours that 
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belonged to it were turned to account, in order 
that all ornament, all honour, all enjoyment, 
and all amusement, might have full soope ! — no 
weddings despatched in two or three mise- 
rable hours, such as one sees now a days, in 
which people suffer themselves to be united, 
either in the morning or the evening, eat a 
bonbon or two, and then set off in their 
carriage the world over." 

" It is a plan that rather pleases me, dear 
Herr von Stein," said Faustina. 

€C Yes, Countess, that I can easily believe. 
The fair young bride is happiest when alone 
with her husband. But, Lord help them, 
they will be together so long, that it is a very 
good thing they should be" a little disturbed 
in the first part of the union, that they may not 
at the end of three months be weary of each 
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other. And then the rest of the party; why 
are they to go empty away ? — the whole world 
sympathises in a marriage, and with sufficient 
cause; for two people, who hitherto have 
wandered singly about it, suddenly make to 
themselves a home, and garnish the world 
with happiness and inhabitants. This is im- 
portant to every one. Therefore in old times 
did every guest receive a pair of garters, 
as a remembrance of the bride. Truly folks 
are become mighty formal in these days. 
Harmless mirth no longer amuses them, and 
they shrug their shoulders at the old fashioned 
honest customs, in which there really was a great 
deal of solemnity. The indifference of the rest 
of the party is justified by the example of the 
married pair, and the most important event in 
life is accomplished with unbecoming privacy, 
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as if people were ashamed of themselves. Had 
my Cunigunda married—" The daughter's 
glance met his eye in deprecation, he paused 
and added, "but she does not choose to do so ! 
It is curious that now a days when a bridegroom 
is more rare than an Aurora Borealis, my 
daughter will have nothing to say to one. Well, 
we will say no more about it. All will be for 
the best, in God's good time !" 

The day passed by agreeably. Mengen 
was there almost the whole time. Cunigunda 
gained confidence from his expressions. Fel- 
dern came with the intention of saying farewell, 
but he turned back again* from the door of the 
antechamber. He felt that on this occasion he 
could play but a secondary part. Cunigunda 
was to set out the next morning; everything 
was in preparation for her. She took a brief 
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but fervent farewell of Faustina. She seemed 
determined not to be agitated, probably on her 
father's account. The old man asked Faustina's 
permission to call upon her sometimes, in order 
to talk of his daughter. 

Cunigunda said to Mario, pointing to Faus- 
tina, « and you will soon bring me news of my 
angel of mercy !" She then accompanied her 
father to an hotel, and the next morning when 
the sun rose the father and daughter were already 
parted, and Cunigunda had set forth, prepared 
to fulfil her destiny. 

" And you are going too V 9 said Faustina, 
sadly to Mengen. *I shall be very solitary. 
How glad I should be if it were Clement who 
was going, instead of you !" 

"I shall soon return," said Mario, "my 
parents wish to see me — " 
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" Oh yes, I understand that ! but shall we 
ever meet again ?" 

" Why should we not? we are young \" 

"Oh! that is no reason; on the contrary, 
young people are more frequently separated 
than old ones/' 

Faustina continued so dispirited, that even 
Mario caught the contagion, and when he came 
in the evening was quite out of tune. 

But it was exactly this strong, and unquestion- 
able proof of Faustina's influence, that decided 
him to persevere in a separation. " If I am really 
essential to her," said he to himself, "she must 
become mine indeed ! and what then do I fear ? 
she is free and so am I ! but would she consent ? 
she must consent if she loves me — if, — oh ! fetal 
doubt — engendered only of the brain, and 
which the heart refuses to admit I" 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



138 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

There was still a week before Mengen's 
journey, and Faustina continued shrouded in 
dim clouds of melancholy. This state of things 
is the most insupportable in the whole range 
of feeling, because it allows of no struggle ; 
because one must wait until sun or wind 
disperses the mist; and is the most dangerous, 
because, in this twilight view of things, we 
often grope to the very edge of a precipice, 
and sometimes fall over it. 

a How can he go V 9 thought Faustina, a does 
he not perceive, does he not feel, how indispen- 
sable he is to me ; as necessary as the spring 
time or fresh air! — Alas! spring approaches 
and he departs !" 

Sometimes she reproached herself, and 
reminded herself that a few weeks would soon 
pass away, that he would then return, — 
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that Andlau too, according to his last letter, 
must soon be returning, and that thus there 
would be for each a heightening of the charm 
of mutual intercourse. But all this lay so far 
off! as it were behind the misty clouds of her 
melancholy. She could not see it clearly. 
The pain of privation lay nearer to her than 
the comfort of looking forward to the enjoy- 
ment of a doubtful future. She did not feel 
sure that Mengen and Andlau would suit each 
other: both were stern and keen; the one 
inflexible as iron, when his feelings were 
roused to displeasure, and the other cutting 
in the same degree — two natures that must for 
ever stand opposed, sword in hand ; — or hand 
in hand be for ever united. 

Faustina was in her inmost soul disturbed 
and distressed. Had she had the courage, the 
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energy, and the foresight, to look her position 
in the face, she would have seen clearly enough 
that her only safety lay in Mario's departure, 
and she might by one steady "go in peace" 
have made destiny bend to her, instead of 
being crushed under its weight, when it burst 
upon her in its fulness of power; she might, 
by once calmly setting forth her close and 
soul-felt ties to Andlau, have restored Mengen 
by one single short pang, and before he had 
uttered one word of love, to his former peace, 
at least outwardly, — and in his peace would 
have recovered her own ; — she might have done 
all that she did not do — -just because courage, 
energy, and foresight failed her. 

During this period she was more gentle to 
Clement, or at least much less severe than 
before, when she would not suffer him to utter a 
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single word that surpassed certain limits, with- 
out rebuke. Now she either ceased to look out 
so sharply, or she compassionated his folly. 
The mischief women work with their compassion 
is not to be described or imagined ! or at least 
not to be imagined by men, who have every 
possible feeling for women except that of pity. 
In hatred, as in love, to stand with regard to 
women as victors, crushing and cruel, that is 
their delight, their bliss, their triumph, — their 
nature ! yet is the woman who complains of 
this false, for every Samson has found his 
Dalilah! But men are unfair, in mistaking 
every manifestation of pity for an evidence of 
love. So far should they at least step out of 
the limits of their own nature, and learn to 
recognize the individuality of others. Com- 
passion is the daughter of universal benevo- 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



142 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

lence, and women have much more compassion 
for men — although accustomed from childhood 
to look up to them as the protectors and the 
founders of their happiness — than men have for 
women, whom, d tout prendre, they look upon 
as a secure prey. Thus women are always 
attuned, not to response, but to pity, by a 
man's attachment to them, — provided they have 
no engagements to dread, as in the case of 
Cunigunda and Feldern ; and they will say and 
do many things, from a kind wish to conceal 
- their lack of love. In such circumstances it is 
his fault only, and by no means hers, when he 
receives a smile, a kind look, a sweet word, as a 
hostage for greater gifts. A woman is like a 
child, earnest, fervent, and easily acted on ; she 
soon forgets her emotions, and man accuses her 
of this, as of a crime. It is however only her 
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nature, just as cruelty is his. — Never should pity 
be evinced towards man, he always abuses it ! 

Clement in secret exultation, said, c I knew I 
should bring her round/ At first his most 
ardent hopes did not exceed the point of his 
love being endured, — already he aspired to 
see it returned ! True, he did not acknow- 
ledge it even to himself, but in his heart he 
reckoned upon it, for what sort of love were 
that, which demands no return ? methinks 'twere 
no love at all ! Mengen is going, thus Clement 
made his calculations, — she will miss him, for 
he is an agreeable companion, but there can be 
no question of attachment between them, or 
the present separation would not take place. 
By and bye Andlau will come — but that is 
now an old love, — for nearly six months he has 
left her, and she in the mean while has lived on 
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peaceably and happily. Where is the man, 
who like me, falls into absolute despair if 
deprived of her glance. No, to me — to my 
burning heart alone, does she belong. — Some- 
times he would sit opposite her in silence, 
for a quarter of an hour at a time, and she 
too would be silent. She painted or designed. 
Clement liked to come early when he was cer- 
tain of finding her alone — he made way for 
later visitors, and was at his happiest when he 
found her domestic and confiding, carrying on 
her usual occupations, which were never inter- 
rupted on his account. He claimed none of 
her conversation. She might bury herself in 
composition, or lose herself in thought; and 
she did so. When it occasionally occurred to 
her that it was very inconsiderate not to trouble 
herself about poor Clement's presence, she 
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would look up sweetly at him, and nod kindly, 
as if asking his forgiveness; then thought 
he, ' she rejoices at my presence ;' — and if, in 
order to appear in some degree to care for 
his entertainment, she would say — " That is 
a very amusing book that lies before you, 
dear Clement, do read a chapter or two of it," 
he was delighted ; for he thought, ' she wishes 
me to remain, otherwise she might recommend 
me to go/ Faustina's only wish with regard 
to him however was, that he might be pre- 
served from sinking from folly into excess. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Several persons were with Faustina the 
evening previous to Mengen's departure; he 
himself arrived late ; she had talked herself^into 
a species of excitement, in order to disguise her 
melancholy. It is so easy to deceive the indif- 
ferent. Some one asked how she came by her 
peculiar name, and she said, 

"My father had such an affection for the 
Faust of Goethe, that in order to be reminded 
every moment of this masterpiece, he deter- 
mined to give his eldest son and daughter the 
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names of Faustus and Faustina. My mother 
shuddered at the thought of such barbarous 
names, her favourites were quite of another cast; 
when the moment approached in which a child 
was to be born, they had many little conflicts; 
and the pleasure of the parents was unspeak- 
able when not only one, but two children, saw 
the light of this world together, and each could 
therefore bestow a pet-name on the spot; thus 
my sister was christened Adele, and I Faustina. 
My poor mother died in child-bed, and my 
father had no long enjoyment of the pleasure 
of being kept in continual remembrance of his 
favourite poem ; he died in battle, — but I always 
felt quite a peculiar interest in my godfather 
Faust, independent of the charm of his poetry, 
and the magnificence of his intuitions; I 
seemed to read my own destiny in this restless 
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struggle, this thirst and eagerness for absolute 
contentment — but the -second part has made 
that impossible to me. I think every one 
might write their own second part to Faust; 
that of Goethe is too individual." 

"I do not think so," said Count Kirchberg, 
"it is the true picture of all mankind: as the 
Titans of old with huge effort, heaped Pelion 
upon Ossa, so does man by study, research, 
and practice, build up and raise his natural 
gifts, in hope to wring and force from heaven, 
what to such efforts it will never vouchsafe, hap- 
piness ! The stream of sensuous pleasure has at 
its opening energy enough, because it still re- 
ceives nourishment from the fountain head of 
love; but broad and scanty it flows into the 
wastes of satiety and uncertainty, if directed to 
no high and determined aim, or aspiration. 
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Faust then seeks to obtain enjoyment in ambi- 
tion, in pomp, in the vanities of this world, but 
they remain a hollow mockery to him, without 
sap or vitality; and such too is the result, 
when he throws himself into the arms of Art. 
Euphorion — although engendered in it, and by 
it, vanishes, because not born of Inspiration ! 
and thus Art also loses its charm for him. At 
last he tries benevolence and universal philan- 
thropy, but lukewannness, that vague form of 
discontent, still clings about him, and this un- 
broken, relaxing mist of the soul makes him 
so languid, that he is at last glad to be 
allowed to pass with due decorum into the 
Elysian fields," 

"Well, that is, indeed, one view of the case," 
exclaimed Faustina, "but I cannot see why 
Faust must inevitably become weary in spirit. 
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If love has not given him contentment, let him 
throw, himself still glowing from its bosom, 
into the arms of ambition, of worldly honour, 
of art ! let him wrestle with, and clasp them, 
instead of playing with them ! let him strain 
every nerve and rouse every talent in order to 
produce something ! — even if 'it be merely a 
something on which Mephistopheles may 
exercise his worldly irony ! who, in this oppres- 
sive atmosphere, finding none but trumpery 
sport, is fain to amuse himself with juggling 
tricks, and thus falls from his magnifi- 
cent Lucifer region, under the category of a 
poor, pitiful devil! The powers of a Faust 
may be destroyed, but not crippled ; if ex- 
hausted in restless strife, he must return to 
Margaret's deserted cottage, and there seek in 
death what in life he had sought in vain, an 
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eternal resting place. No limit can be 
assigned either to divine pity or pure love 5 
they lift the weary soul to heaven ! — the weary 
soul ! — why not the struggling ardent soul?" 

"Do write a second part of your own to 
Faust," said Feldern playfully. 

" No, I would rather live one," answered she ; 
Ci writing is but a succedaneum for living." 

" Or an echo of life that strikes against each 
bosom, wakening a new and thrilling tone," 
said Feldern. 

" Ah !" exclaimed Faustina, " our bosoms are 
no longer in condition to vibrate to the millions 
of echoes that are let loose against them, as thick 
as swarming bees. Since the bombardment 
of human beings by cannon balls has gone so 
much out of fashion, that by books is come in; 
and like the influenza it must rage for atime ! In 
point of feet, I regret the bombardments by 
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cannon; it is true, people ran the risk of giving 
up the ghost, but then the head was shot away 
with it. Books, on the contrary, leave the out- 
ward and visible head safe between the shoul- 
ders, but the spiritual part of it is stupified and 
deafened by their cannonading. I hope, before 
this centuiy is closed, to see every rising author 
sent to some sort of Botany Bay." 

u What a barbarous aversion do you profess 
to the poor, dear, amiable race of authors, who, 
from the days of Robinson Crusoe downwards, 
have certainly given you incalculable pleasure." 

"Well, well! they lived before me, and 
thought before me; I would rather live and 
think after my own fashion, right or wrong, 
as I happen to understand it for myself, not 
after the ideas of another." 

The moment Mengen arrived he per- 
ceived Faustina's false excitement. She spoke, 
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but sometimes stopped almost short as if 
breathless, in the middle of her subject; her 
glance was sparkling, but every now and then 
the eyelids dropped heavily and languidly. 

" You are quite weary, Countess," said 
Mario gently, as he seated himself beside her. 

" Oh yes, wearied to death," answered she, 
leaning back in her fauteuil 

" One should not strive to speak when the 
heart is not in it !" 

"Then do you keep silence, Mengen! for 
you neither speak nor act according to the 
dictates of your heart." 

He looked at her inquiringly. 

" Yes !" continued she, (€ you are going 
away, and yet in spite of weddings and family 
re-unions, you would rather stay here." 

He did not reply, but engaged the rest of 
h 2 
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the company in conversation, which passed 
away the time without fatiguing Faustina. 
As the party dispersed they wished him a 
happy journey, and all the matter of course, 
friendly speeches were uttered, which ring so 
painfully on the ear of those on whom the 
pangs of absence are about to fall. Faustina re- 
mained seated and seemed quite exhausted. She 
made her adieu to those who were departing 
with her eyes only. At length she was alone 
with Mario. He stood for some time in silence 
before her, for his feelings swelled within his 
breast, and stifled words. She rose, laid both 
her folded hands on his arm, and said in a 
faltering tone, 

" An revoir, friend \" 

"Can I part from you thus?" asked he, 
taking her hands in his. " No, Faustina, no, I 
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cannot l" exclaimed he with overwhelming 
vehemence, pressing her to his bursting heart, 
as though he would have crushed either that 
bursting heart, or the loved form he held. 

" Oh ! this is not right," said she, with the 
same expression of melancholy both in look 
and tone. 

« Forgive me, Faustina," said Mario, more 
gently, as his hand passed lightly over her hair 
and down her cheek, " forgive me, for I love you." 

All at once she stood free and disengaged 
before him, with extended arms. She threw 
back her head, which became suddenly illumi- 
nated with what only the mingling of divine 
triumph and bacchantic extacy could diffuse 
over the human countenance. She spread her 
arms, not towards him, but towards Heaven — 
and with the same intensity of tone said, "He 
loves me !" 
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" Whither then with this extatic glow, Faus- 
tina, if not to me V 9 exclaimed Mario enchanted, 
throwing his arms around her, as though he 
would chain her to his side. 

" He loves me !" she reiterated with the 
same visionary earnestness. She took his head 
in both her hands, gazed up at him, shook her 
own head with languid melancholy, and said 
dreamily, " and yet, it is not true." 

" Not true ! Faustina, have you not felt how 
my whole being has gradually blended itself 
with yours, how my heart has learnt to beat in 
your bosom, my spirit to fly in the direction 
of yours, my whole being to keep pace with 
yours ? Is this not love, Faustina ? w 

As the rose-tinted glacier becomes paler and 
paler when night advances, and subsides at 
last into a ghostly grey, so fled her glow ; she 
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hung as if shattered in Mario's arms, and said, 
in a hollow whisper, 

"Oh ! but this is dreadful !» 

" Why so, Faustina ? Angel, thou lovest me \" 

" I ?' exclaimed she, pressing the palms of 
her hands upon her brow, cc I ! — you ? You 
mistake strangely, Count Mengen." 

A horror, as if lightning had smitten 
his beloved to the ground, suddenly con- 
vulsed the beaming happiness of Mario's 
countenance. He thrust Faustina from him, 
and said in a withering tone of reproach, 
" Faustina !" 

She sank back in a chair, like a fading flower 
that bows its head under the rolling storm, 
large tears flowed slowly from forth her eyelids, 
her tresses hung down uncurled on her colour- 
less cheeks; she was now as bewitching in 
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the inexpressible woe of her whole being, as 
three minutes before she had been in its in- 
expressible exaltation. Mario had not courage 
to leave her, although his first movement had 
been to the door ; he knelt before her and said, 
" Faustina, how can you utter falsehood?" 

" It is not falsehood," murmured she, without 
looking up. 

He laid his folded hands on her knee, and 
said, "Lookat me steadily and calmly, and now 
answer me — do you not love me, Faustina?" 

" No," said she almost inaudibly, but her 
eyes rested on him with such unconscious yet 
heavenly tenderness, that he exclaimed in 
rapture, 

"Those false and lovely lips are forsworn, 
your eyes say € yes f I believe them !" 

" No, no," cried she in extreme anguish, and 
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held both hands before her face, "do not trust 
the traitorous eyes, the mouth speaks truth/* 

"Faustina!" said Mengen rising, and his 
indignant tone was the more awful from the 
tremor produced by his violent agitation of 
mind, — "if you really do not love me, if all has 
been mere play, mere pastime for an unoc- 
cupied moment, if you have expended all the 
graces of your being only in vulgar coquetry ; 
if you are capable of such disregard of the feel- 
ings of others as to anatomize, living, beating, 
bleeding hearts, for your cruel instruction or 
your still more cruel amusement ! — then I have 
no words in which to express my scorn !" 

"Mario," shrieked Faustina as she sank 
down on her knees before him, " I love you !" 

He raised her up, strained her to his panting 
breast, and prest into a kiss all the bliss and 
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oil the passionate feelings, which these words had 
kindled in him. Faustina responded but faintly 
to this ardour, she made one little motion of 
withdrawal, so slight, yet so decided, that 
love could not but obey it, and yet love only 
could have understood it; his arms no longer 
enclosed her like a net, and he asked her, 

"Why do you press back this overflowing 
heart into my bosom, Faustina? oh! let it 
repose on yours, my beloved, for now I know 
the truth!" 
" No, not all, Mario," answered she gloomily* 
"All that is essential; you love me, and 
to-morrow you will go with me to my parents 
as my affianced, as my wife — which you will — 
but with me, for you love me, Faustina !" and as 
he spoke he wound her ringlets round his 
fingers. 
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u Loose me," said she sadly; "there is no 
help for it, we must part." 

Suddenly and vehemently he exclaimed, 
"Andlau?" 

Faustina bowed her head assentingly, and 
Mengen sank as if annihilated, into a chair. 

" You see how much more difficult sepa- 
ration is to you now, than it was five minutes 
ago," said she dejectedly ; "oh ! had I but with- 
held that one word of love !" 

" Speak, unhappy one," said Mario ; " say, 
why you talk of separation ? — who has a more 
sacred claim upon you than I ? and if another 
has once possessed that claim, does it not be- 
come mine from the moment in which you 
love me ? you must be mine, Faustina, with un- 
divided heart — mine only, mine entirely." 

" I understand that," interrupted she ; " but 
could I be happy even for a single day, if I thus 
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destroy the whole future of another and a be- 
loved person? could you be happy, either with 
me, or in me ? impossible, Mario ! impossible! as 
impossible as that the sun should shine over our 
heads at midnight ! and of this you are certain/ 5 

" Oh ! Faustina, you love me, me only ; — 
this at least is certain !" 

"No, Mario, I love Andlau, the man into 
whose hands I gave my whole destiny, with a 
free and willing heart, and who has guided it with 
the unchangeable love and truth of a divinity ." 

"And not me, Faustina? Oh! think once 
more, dearest— <?an it be true you do not love 
me?" 

She sank at his feet, flung her arms around his 
knees, and laid her head on them ; he would have 
raised her, but she said, sadly, " Let me lie 
here, Mengen, and do not question me thus — 
Bright ray of sunlight, in the form of man ! how 
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should I not love thee V She wept violently; he 
raised her flushed countenance tenderly, and 
said, 

"Tell all to me, dear angel, that relates to 
yourself; it is so dark around me! when I 
know all, it will become light, and I shall be 
able to distinguish, to decide, what that Mario 
whom you love, ought to do. Therefore, the 
truth, my beloved, — the truth, as if in the 
presence of God." 

" Ajs if in the presence of God \" she so- 
lemnly responded, as she rose. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

How beautiful were those two beings, as 
there they paused, in contrast with each other ! 
Mario with folded arms, his usual attitude, sat 
sideways to the table, and the candles threw 
but a partial light upon him. His pale sculp- 
ture-like head, with its always proud, though 
for the moment, from the influence of emotion, 
melancholy features, with its deep, intellectual, 
ardent eyes and dark locks, stood out vividly, 
like a picture of Velasquez or MuriUo, from 
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the crimson covering of the arm chair that 
rose above it. 

Faustina, in a dress of pale pink, stood in 
the full blaze of light, before him ; — blooming, 
delicate, vague, half real, half ideal, as if breathed 
into life by the pencil of Guido ! — something of 
his St. John, something of his Magdalene in 
her expression, which varied every moment, as 
she passed from one emotion to another ! He — 
calm, fixed, resolved, — not relentless, but girt 
for toil and struggle, — bearing the banner of 
victory, perhaps to death, but never to defeat I 
She — all fluctuation, — leaving it for ever doubt- 
ful, if she had just lighted from, or was 
soaring into heaven. He — wholly man! she 
— wholly woman ! 

« Speak, angel/ 5 said Mario gently; "no 
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question, no reply, no glance, shall interrupt 
you." 

" And of what have I to tell ?" asked Faustina 
of herself, laying her hand dreamily on her 
forehead. " An every day destiny, a life without 
any leading events, an individuality without 
any prominent features, — such it was, — such I 
am ! As to inward circumstances, sketches of 
the mind, can they be placed before the eye of 
another without the lights appearing too bright, 
the shadows too dark ? truth appears so harsh 
when put into words, that it seems, if not false, 
at least exaggerated, at least incredible. I have 
however to speak of inward life only; you must 
not expect incidents. My sister and myself, 
orphans and poor, were taken from the school at 
Manheim, where we had been educated until 
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nearly seventeen, and brought home to the care 
of an aunt who lived at a pretty place, in 
the neighbourhood of Bamberg. I was a 
young girl, just like every other girl, I believe* 
In point of fact I can hardly remember, how 
or what I was, whilst my being lay folded in 
its cool green bud, unconscious as the infant in 
its cradle. Earnest I was, but quiescent; 
calm, but essentially animated; images swelled 
within me, forms flitted around me, visions 
passed before me, with a fullness and vitality, 
which soon made me the young Scheherazade, 
the little Improvisatrice, of my school fellows ; 
and certainly I was by far the most interested 
of my audience. A little later I no longer 
gave these visions words, but forms ; for I took 
to drawing. It gives one great calmness, for the 
hand must be dealing circumspectly, and the eye 
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comparing, even when the brain is bursting. 
This talent bestowed upon me, may well be con- 
sidered as a special favour of heaven; the 
necessity for determinate forms gave me concen- 
tration. With poetry, on the other hand, whose 
unshackled and careless favourites make no other 
demands upon form, than those which can 
be numbered at the points of their fingers, I 
should certainly have had the career and the fall 
of Phaeton. Of love I knew nothing, but what 
is to be found in poems ; and that, until it is 
directed towards some special object, is as 
colourless as the prism before it is placed 
between the eye and the sun. I loved my draw- 
ings, my books, flowers, birds, all nature, all 
mankind, and the gracious Ood who created 
all severally and collectively, all en bloc; my 
aunt least of all, because she was an intriguante. 
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odd such characters always completely over- 
power me, for I am without weapons against 
them, whether their aim be to cajole or to injure 
me. I am as painfully anxious in their presence 
as a timid creature of the woods that forbodes 
the sudden snare. I always felt shy before my 
aunt ; as to men I liked those best who were 
the most accomplished dancers, and who talked 
the least fade nonsense. Homage I did not 
desire — it was perhaps the reason why I had 
my full share of it ; in those superficial forms 
that exist between very young people. Count 
Obernau was the only person who dealt more 
in earnest with the subject. He was a captain in 
the guards, seven and twenty years old, of high 
descent, very rich, and very handsome, — if one 
may use that expression in favour of regular 
features, stately figure, and good carriage, which 

VOL. II. I 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



170 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

continue to exist in many families, after the 
nobility of intellect, and energy of temperament 
which gave the first impress, have vanished. I 
attracted this man in a degree which is to me 
for ever incomprehensible; that is to say, 
he fell so completely in love with me the 
first evening he saw me at my aunt's house, that, 
as he rode home with some of his companions, 
he said, 'The deuce is in it, if I do not make 
that girl my wife/ '* 

His companions did not doubt that so 
brilliant a match as Obernau would be other- 
wise than well received; and he was besides 
this, what is called, such a good fellow, lent 
money to one, seconded another in a duel, 
never spoilt sport, and withal was of so weak 
a character that every one who would follow 
his fancies, and knew how to flatter him, might 
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lead him like a child. Such a companion, 
well-born and rich, who besides good connexions 
had a purse always well filled, and, with these, 
a good heart to induce him to make both 
useful to his friends, could not but be a favourite 
witji other young men. 

" No sooner had Obernau thrown me the 
handkerchief in true Sultan fashion, than for 
the space of ten miles round, not a young man 
could have been found who would have ven- 
tured to step between him and me. It seemed 
to be universally and tacitly agreed that he 
and I were fitted for, and belonged to each 
other. Obernau, and for ever Obernau, was 
before my eyes, and by my side; to my aant, 
nothing could be more welcome than this 
passionate attachment, and she took care to 
speak of him to me in a tone that could not 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



172 COUNTESS FAUSTINA* 

but make an impression upon me. First, she 
praised his good qualities, then she mourned 
over the influence which bad counsellors and 
interested friends had obtained over his con- 
fiding spirit ; and concluded at last with saying, 
that a good and worthy wife might easily 
raise his character, and make of him a new 
and a better man — and that this was the most 
noble vocation of a woman. I had certainly 
no trust in my aunt's heart, but a great deal 
in her wisdom. What she said on this subject 
appeared to me reasonable and right; and so 
it is, when the woman who devotes herself to 
"this heroic vocation, is sufficiently clear, firm, 
and resolute, not to be herself dragged down- 
wards in the effort. As for me, a poor inex- 
perienced creature, without passion, without 
sorrow — those two keys which bind or loose our 
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being — 1 could not at that time even take this 
into consideration : I concluded that what the 
whole world thought fit and eligible, and which 
at least would make one person happy, was 
what I ought to do ; and I was betrothed to 
Obernau. Were I to say that he was indifferent 
or repugnant to me, or that I was either 
persuaded or compelled to this match, I should 
speak untruly. No— I was well-disposed to 
him, and listened without distaste* to his 
addresses. I was determined to fulfil my 
noble destiny, and to accomplish something 
pleasing both to God and man. Besides, I 
saw my lately-married sister extremely happy 
in a husband who was to me insupportable; 
and therefore came to a decision most opposite 
to the just one, that men become far more 
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amiable after marriage : — and preparations were 
made for the wedding. 

u The nearer, however, its approach, the 
more low-spirited I became. I, on whom 
neither bad dreams, nor the anticipation of a 
storm left a trace of sadness, now wandered 
about as if an evil dream were about to be 
fulfilled, or a storm to burst. Least of all 
did I imagine that this oppression, this 
heaviness, this anguish, without cause or 
name, must visit all acquainted either with 
dreams or forebodings. To whom could I 
speak ? my aunt disliked discussions of feeling 
if there was any chance of their leading to 
decisions opposed to her designs; she did 
not refuse to listen, but always dexterously 
and slyly contrived to avoid it. My sister, as 
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I said before, was married; that made an 
impassable barrier between us. She was now 
the wife of a husband, no longer my fellow- 
being, no longer a young girl, scarcely now 
did she seem to me a sister. There is a 
virginity of the inward being, more touching 
and more enchanting than that of which the 
myrtle crown is the emblem, for it is infinitely 
more rare. But alas! alas! it often vanishes 
before, and almost always with this crown, it 
cannot resist worldly interests and pleasures. 
My sister had in three short months become 
quite wife-like; and lost in household and 
family cares, was with endless delight, for ever 
setting herself to rights in her home, like a 
bird in its nest. She belonged to that portion 
of the feminine species, who from their very 
birth, so to speak, are wives, and take root 
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and blossom at home. She has been happy, in 
so far that her temperament, turn of thought, 
and character, have gone hand-in-hand with 
her destiny, and because it might be said of 
her, what I, notwithstanding, never hear asserted 
without a passing shudder, — 'she would have 
made any man happy ;' — and yet this is some- 
times spoken of a girl as praise ! — well, — such 
praise I have never deserved ! 

" But to whom could I turn in my anguish 
of heart? Very reasonably as it appeared to 
me, I appealed to Obernau, I told him one 
beautiful evening, when we were alone together 
in the garden, and the melancholy aspect of 
autumn, with its home-seeking birds of passage, 
and its falling leaves had tuned me still more 
to sadness, that I would rather not marry him. 
c The fancy of a romantic girl/ answered he, 
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setting it aside in derision. I was silent and 
abashed; and ponderedfor another week whether 
he might not be in the right. Sometimes I 
almost thought so, but as by dint of thinking the 
wedding had come within a fortnight of me, I 
discovered that Obernau was not in the right ; 
and thereupon made known to him my decision, 
and earnestly begged him to release me from 
my engagement. Instead of answering me, he 
said, 'Ina, you never look more sweet and 
kissable than as a petitioner, — I should be a 
great fool if I were to let you off/ When he saw 
that I wept, he asked if there were any other 
man I wished to marry; such a one, or such a one, 
naming them. It happened that those he 
named were absurd, insipid, stupid people, and 
Obernau's question struck me as comic — per- 
haps it was nervous excitement — in short, I 
i 2 
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burst into a loud laugh, and Obernau said 
quietly and soothingly, 'If you love no one 
better, then you may marry me with a good 
conscience/ In spite of this re-assurance, a 
voice within me wad for ever crying out, € Do it 
not V and a third time, but now with a flood 
of scalding tears, and with sad supplications, I 
begged my release. This time he abandoned the 
mocking, laughing,- tone with which he had 
hitherto set aside my objections ; — he conjured 
me not to make him immeasureably wretched, 
he loved me too much to give me up, he would 
do, and be, everything that I thought right and 
good, he fell at my feet, he wept ! — Never in my 
life had I seen him, or any other man in such 
agitation, it made a powerful, a dreadful im- 
pression upon me ; I thought childishly, ' well, 
better to be unhappy than to make another so/ 
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not knowing that in matrimony, one must flow 
from the other. I begged his pardon a thou- 
sand times, and began to wish for the wedding- 
day with a degree of feverish impatience, hoping 
that my destiny would be more attractive 
to me when decided, than in expectation. I 
became his wife ! The staff was broken over 
my head! So it appeared to me then, so it 
still appears to me, whenever I think of that 
moment, from which many years now divide 
me!" 

Faustina's head drooped powerless ; she hid 
her face in her hands, her bosom heaved con- 
vulsively, she trembled from head to foot ; and 
when, after a pause, her hands sunk down, 
her delicate blooming lovely features were 
pallid rigid and tragic. "Yes!" said she, 
with heartbreaking sadness; "of the Faus- 
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tina then extinguished there may probably 
be no trace left, for the sense of degradation 
struck home ! Yes, yes, the stamp of ignominy 
was pressed on my pure and innocent brow, 
fmd I — I have endured it, and survived it \" 

She paced up and down the room with un- 
equal steps. She wrung her hands. She was 
heedless of Mengen's presence, heedless of 
his love ; she thought only of the past, and 
rather to herself than to him, she said with 
deep bitterness, " Is there then in all this wide 
universe a degradation equal to that of belong- 
ing to a man, without loving him? Oh! I 
believe that a whole life of reprobation is com- 
prised in this one idea. Yet, no ! no ! I am in 
error, I was his wife, betrothed to him at the 
altar, — so the world had nothing to say 
against it." She laughed scornfully to herself. 
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" Be calm, Faustina, in mercy to yourself, be 
calm I" said Mario, shocked, and alarmed. 

" Be silent, Count Mengen ! You have wished 
to know the history of my life — then do not 
interrupt me when I have arrived at so impor- 
tant a point of it. Do you not know the 
legend of that wizard fountain, whose waters, 
if once the heavy headstone be rolled away, 
rise higher, and higher, and higher, 
until they overflow their banks, and trans- 
form the whole country round into a tu- 
multuous Lake. Oh! this immeasurable 
flood of unknown or misinterpreted suffering 
in the breast of a woman, never touches the 
heart of man, until for the first time it bursts 
forth, not as a complaint, but as a cry ! then 
indeed does the earth quake ! But ah ! even 
then, it is looked upon as somethingmonstrous ! 
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It is considered a morbid condition of body 
and of mind in that woman, perversity and 
exaggeration, when, after having been thrown 
unmercifully, into the arms of the first eligible 
person who stretched them out towards her, 
she at length discovers with uncontrollable hor- 
ror, all that is demanded of her, and all she is 
to grant. Out of a million of marriages there 
may be one cemented by affection. The mo- 
tives for all the rest, I do not take into consi- 
deration ; as they all aim at worldly advantages, 
one is just as vulgar or as respectable as the 
other. But nine times a hundred and ninety- 
nine thousand women, ask nothing better; 
ninety-eight would once have wished the case 
altered; a long while ago, so long ago 
they are scarcely able to recall it to their 
own minds, so completely are they sub- 
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dued into the element they work in. And 
one, One only, among the million, wishes 
it far otherwise, and either more finely or more 
feebly organised, cannot tamely submit, and 
feels the degradation all the more keenly for 
being too weak to resist it. Oh ! this One ! — 
she is not even taken into consideration by 
your sex, no special justice can be worked out 
for her ; God and man seem alike to withdraw 
from her — for that which was given her in God's 
name as blessing, she has found to be her 
bane, and Man laughs scornfully at the fan- 
tastic being, who strove to raise a temple, upon 
a loathsome swamp. Oh ! this One ! — there 
are sorrows before which the world will bend 
the knee ; glittering sorrows, ornamental sor- 
rows, rose-coloured sorrows, triumphal-arch 
sorrows ! but with this grief there is no co- 
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quetting, it is buried furtively within the bosom, 
as a cancerous ulcer on the bosom is hidden in 
silent shame. But the poison of the cancer 
gradually taints every vein of the body and per- 
vades the marrow and the blood; and this 
hidden grief also turns to poison, to a quintes- 
sence of hatred, bitterness, despair, rebellion, 
contempt, and rancour, of which the soul is 
sick, and must die, and none, none, have even a 
look of compassion to bestow on her. Oh ! 
this One ! who has not been amongst the worst ; 
who has not been led by ambition, or love of 
worldly enjoyments, into this labyrinth of 
woe! In mere childishness, in inexperience, 
in youthful self-reliance, has she sprung — a 
reckless swimmer — from the firm rock into the 
tossing sea ; in order to hold out to another a kind 
and helping hand ; but he — that other — he, is at 
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home in that wild element, he strikes out his 
arms, and buoyantly rides the billow and 
braves the deeps! she sinks — and none come 
to her rescue ! Are there then no men at hand ? 
yes, truly, there they stand, satyr-like, prying, 
grinning at the miserable secrets of this mar- 
riage, guessing and advising, explaining and 
exposing, bringing it at last to the clearest 
evidence, that she is the most attractive woman 
in the world. Yes, truly, where there is an un- 
happy wife, young and pretty, comme de raison, 
there never fail to be half-a-dozen chivalrous 
men, who make it a point of honour, to dry the 
tears from those lovely eyes, to transform the 
painful workings of those rosy lips into the 
sweetest smiles. They are the born champions 
of beauty — these noble-minded men ! Oh ! 
this One ! I will not now weep, that I should 
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have been exactly that One amongst the million. 
I weep that such misery should exist in this 
beautiful world! 

" But in those days I did weep for myself. I 

seemed to myself to be inhumanly degraded by 

the passion that Ihad excited, without sharing it; 

and the wretched being whom men thrust from a 

sofa into the street, appeared to me less disgraced 

than I, — for they are out of the pale, they lay no 

claim to respect, — but I, under the shelter of 

laws, surrounded by every defence which makes 

honour sacred 5 young, innocent, pure-minded, I 

saw myself suddenly in the power of a man whose 

fearful right to me was to be considered holy, 

because he had vowed in a church, before many 

witnesses, to exercise it, for ever. But what 

then ? I myself gave him that right ! only so 

could I receive the idea ! only so could it be 
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otherwise than disgraceful ! I sometimes looked 
at people in astonishment, when they addressed 
me in a tone of respect, which by the way, 
is seldom wanting to the woman who has 
attained rank and riches. I might have 
said, ' What are you all about ? The witless, 
stupidly obedient slave, ranks but amongst 
human cattle ; and is it not stamped as with 
a hot iron upon my forehead that I am a 
slave.' I clothed myself in my hate, as in 
a coat of mail, I armed myself with my 
bitterness as with a sharp sword, and treated 
mankind with a haughtiness and contempt, in 
return for which, they licked the dust as my 
adorers. But I, who wished far more in- 
tensely, to find an object of love and reverence, 
than to be one, fell out with myself still the 
more unnaturally and the more deeply, in 
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proportion as the contrast between the outward 
semblance and the inward being increased in 
intensity. My husband was in love with me, 
and I had the most unconquerable aversion to 
him ! The world did homage to me — whilst in 
my own eyes I was despicable ! My position 
was considered fortunate and enviable — and I 
found myself inexpressibly wretched in it! 
Had I at least had the comfort of being able 
a little to raise Obernau from his empty unwor- 
thy habits, my own energy would have buoyed 
me up. But the slave can only serve her 
master when so commanded; at all other 
times she is a plaything set apart in a corner. 
I quite admit, that, in a certain sense, I 
might easily have obtained unlimited sway 
over him; but a husband whom I could not 
esteem, I could least of all endure to govern ; 
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or for that tinsel crown, pay the price he would 
have set upon it. I went my way, he went his. 
He never troubled himself about me, provided 
I was ready at hand at certain hours. I was 
his wife, and he was fond of me, that was quite 
honour enough. I was continually surrounded 
by men $ I rode with them, I drove with them, 
I chattered with them; not because they 
pleased me, but because they crowded around 
me, and because I could be impertinent to 
them, or drop them altogether; in short, be- 
cause they did not demand of me the ob- 
servance necessary in communication with 
women, and because, besides this, Obernau's 
two sisters had inspired me with still stronger 
disgust to their sex, than he himself had for his 
own. One of them was young, about my own 
age, and married ; a dry, narrow nature, that 
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could never console herself that my feet were 
smaller, and my eyes larger than hers. The 
other, a young lady of forty, who had formerly 
led a life, which had effectually scared away the 
suitors desirous of her hand, in spite of her 
wealth. Now, faded, prematurely old, and in 
bad health, she talked of her heart, which 
having never been understood, she had now 
given wholly to heaven, no man being worthy 
of such a jewel. Certain it is, that no man had 
envied Heaven the possession of this jewel, and 
that the outwardly active, and inwardly barren 
piety of my sister-in-law Crescentia, always 
reminded me of a cup of lukewarm water, in 
which people carefully dip the points of their 
fingers, and then wipe them demurely with a 
cambric handkerchief, — but not of afresh, cool, 
bracing bath, into which one plunges eagerly 
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in order to wash away the dust of life. My 
sister-in-law Naudina went about asking people 
if they had ever seen any one to be compared 
to me in coquetry, vanity, and levity; and my 
sister-in-law Crescentia recounted mournfiilly 
to every body, with hands and eyes upraised 
to heaven, how unhappy I made her brother ! 

" In truth poor Obernau was not happy; 
but I must have been something quite different 
to what I was, to have made him happy. This 
I had darkly foreseen — and this he, who saw 
me only with the eye of sense, would not 
believe. He knew of Love only what the 
senses whispered to him, and it is to me always 
revolting unless enveloped in the azure-tinted 
mantle of the soul ; — and thus we lived, fear- 
feUy bound to each other; fearftdly severed 
from each other. Oh! I struggled hard; I 
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felt all that was galling, all that was false, 
in our relative position. When Obernau was 
not present, I brought before my mind all his 
good qualities, and put down all his faults to 
the effect of a neglected education. Then I 
would revert to my former plan of forming and 
raising him, and nothing appeared to me easier, 
than, by exerting my energy and my good 
will, to place him in another sphere. But he 
would enter, and his first word, € Come here, 
Ina, and kiss me, 9 was quite sufficient to re- 
new the cruel conviction, which for a moment 
had been suspended, that no means for acting 
favourably upon him were within my power; 
for alas ! alas ! I did not love him ! Some- 
times he would come home late at night, from 
heaven knows what kind of society. If wine 
had affected his head, his brutality exceeded 
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all bounds. But sometimes he had played, and 
as I learnt from himself, had lost large sums of 
money — then he was fretful, weary, and downcast 
— then he cursed his friends, the empty life 
he led with them, his own folly ; then I was again 
as kind to him, as when I had been his fiancee, 
and urged him to obtain leave of absence, and 
travel with me. He entered entirely into this 
proposition, the restraints of his duty annoyed 
him, the society of his brother soldiers wearied 
him. He would travel with me, stop wherever 
I pleased,— I should paint in Paris and at Rome, 
as much as I liked. I reposed upon this certain 
prospect of at least an outward change in my 
destiny, and the hope of finding amuse- 
ment and enjoyment in the variety of travelling, 
and the cultivation of art. But ah ! when 
Obernau's weariness and disgust had passed 
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away, my prqject appeared to him "romantic," 
a favourite word, which he opposed to almost 
all my projects. Nothing suited him so well 
as remaining at Bamberg, and living on 
amongst his worthy friends and companions. 
I had to listen to many a coarse joke upon my 
love of nature and of art. Outwardly I endured 
all this with cold contempt ; but it pained me 
that Obernau should not have the slightest 
sympathy with me, and it irritated me that 
he should, nevertheless, dare to speak to me of 
love, and demand a return of it as his right. 
When my sisters-in-law allowed themselves to 
speak in the same tone, I retorted harshly, and 
they revenged themselves by complaining to 
their brother of my asperity, and by mourning 
over him, without end, for having thrown away 
his noble heart upon a soulless puppet. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" How long I should have endured this ex- 
istence, what act of desperation I might finally 
have committed, I know not!— dark heaving 
clouds are gathered over those years of 
married life, and gladly do I turn my eyes 
from them to the bright apparition, which 
brought an atoning change upon my destiny. 
I learnt to know Andlau, and I loved him ! Oh 
God ! forlorn, unaided, wounded at heart as I 
found myself, — with what inexpressible bliss, 
with what mute wonder did I see, one form 
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stand forth from amidst the every day, tedious, 
crowd : one in whom I could find my well being, 
one, by whom I found my inmost soul protec- 
ted and set free. A poor little fish, struggling 
and freezing in an icy sea, and bruising itself 
even to bleeding against blocks of ice, and then 
suddenly transported to the mild sunny waves 
of the Southern Ocean, must enjoy this 
kind of felicity in its emancipation. It never 
occurred to me that my duty towards Obernau 
could be in the slightest degree infringed upon 
by this feeling, for which I neither knew, nor 
wished to know a name. I did not call it Love, 
for by that name my husband's fancy for me 
was called; and I would not degrade my feel- 
ing, by giving it a name that should even 
sound like the same thing. But I loved him ! 
my spirit expanded in his smile, my dreams 
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were realized in his glance, the whole creation 
seemed to reveal itself, when I gazed into his 
eyes — those earnest thinking eyes, that seemed 
to penetrate, to weigh, to judge the object on 
which they rested, and to give it worth and 
importance, according to the more or less satis- 
factory result of that judgment ; and which for 
me alone forgot to scrutinize and beamed 
in pure delight. And well for me that he did 
so forget; undeveloped, childish, torpid, and 
shackled as I then was, I could never have 
stood the analysis of reason'; but he loved me, 
and so forgot to analyse me. I was to him as a 
meteor amidst the well regulated planetary 
system of society. Under other circumstances, 
I might perhaps have ranged myself in its ranks ; 
but now, in terror of becoming assimilated with 
it, I retained my primitive state of mind, 
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franks proud; sauvage, independent, passionate, 
— a mixture of characteristics that may be 
considered as a re-action of the general cha^ 
racter of society; but can not be held as 
a likely means of assuring a happy position 
in the world to any woman. A common place 
man would immediately have turned this 
to his own advantage; Andlau was touched 
by it. He wished to subdue some of the phan- 
tastic fervour of my exotic being, that it might 
flourish healthily in the cool atmosphere of the 
world, — but there his powers were unvailing, 
for the deep fire which hitherto had slumbered 
in my breast, no outward breath having fanned 
it — now broke forth impetuously, and over- 
powered his will. Love burnt like two altar 
flames in our hearts. — And what said the world 
to it? Oh! the world sanctions thousands 
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vulgar bonds, and encourages thousands still 
more vulgar ; but where a strong passion stands 
out, then the world cries out " Murder." The 
pure, the chaste, the moral world ! Hearts that 
are sunk in the soil of earth, it tries delicately 
and gently to wash clean. Hearts that glow in 
flame, it strews to the four winds of heaven. 
I took no heed of it! My existence had for its 
polar star something above the judgment of the 
multitude, and I openly expressed my happi- 
ness, in having at length found a man whom I 
could esteem ! to whom horses and dogs, wine 
and cards did not appear the weightiest interest 
and highest good of this world. Obernau 
often joked upon my romantic love for Andlau, 
but he sought not to disturb it; perhaps 
he was growing tired of me ; perhaps he did 
not consider me capable of strong feeling, at 
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least he thought quite simply, I must be made 
of marble or iron as I had remained unmoved 
by his "passion for me. 

" In my young tumultuous brain, the thought 
of flight, and of every decided means of sepa- 
ration had long been fermenting, divorce being 
attended by many difficulties amongst us 
Catholics. There were moments in which I 
longed for the shelter of a convent, only to 
escape from the oppression of my unhappy 
marriage ; for love proceeded on its course of 
development, and it became almost intolerable 
to me that my outward and my inward being 
should be so frightfully at variance, owing to 
my relative position to these two men. Those 
who were one — severed ; those who were two — 
bound together. This was a problem, the 
solving of which might well make the brain 
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dizzy. Only to be free ! — for that I thirsted, as 
for water in the desert. Only to be free! — was 
the cry of anguish that I raised continually to 
heaven. And God heard me. As a captive by an 
earthquake, thus fearfully, thus awfully, did I 
become free ! 

" Andlau was one day with me, and sad and 
dejected as myself, we could neither speak nor 
shake off our melancholy. We sat down to the 
piano and played. The music overcame me; tears 
gushed from my eyes, and when he tenderly 
supported me, I leant my forehead against his 
cheek, and wept bitterly. Obernau suddenly 
entered the room with his sister Crescentia, 
exclaiming with savage rage, ' You are right, 
sister !* He then rushed, to his room, seized 
two loaded pistols which always bung there, 
and challenged Andlau to fight him on the spot. 
k 2 
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He coldly declined to do so, and Obernau be- 
came still more frantic. Andlau remained calm, 
conjured him to spare me, and to make no 
scene, whilst I stood like a statue deprived of 
speech, thought, and comprehension, and only 
recovered my faculties when I heard a shot fired, 
and saw Andlau sink at my feet. Now indeed 
I knew what I had to do ; I ordered a carriage, 
caused him to be removed to his own house, 
summoned surgeons, and accompanied him. Not 
one moment did I lose in indecision, despair, 
or timidity. Not for one moment did I quit his 
side. Obernau, the whole world, were as no- 
thing to me. I belonged to him that had suffered 
for me, innocently, fatally suffered. I know 
nothing about this period, except that I sat for 
some weeks, day and night, by his bed side, 
supplicating for his life. Obernau urged my 
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return to him, both by entreaty and by threat; 
his relations demanded the same thing. I had 
but one answer, * Never will I return to the 
house of a man, who has degraded himself and 
me in the sight of the whole world/ I adhered 
immoveably to this. Whether from spite or 
revenge, Obernau would never hear of a divorce. 
It was quite indifferent to me! I went with 
Andlua to Nice, his wounded chest requiring a 
milder air. For two years did love, care, and 
watchfulness struggle against death. For two 
years was I in perpetual, trembling, anxiety for 
him. But in the midst of this anxiety I was 
blessed, existing with, and for him, and 
knowing, wishing, asking nothing of the world ! 
My aunt had died just before the catastrophe, 
and had left to me, the wife of a rich man, only 
the strict share of my inheritance, whilst to 
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my sister she left the whole of her property. I 
lived then, as I do now, on my small means, 
simply, moderately, but independent, and 
therefore unspeakably happy in the enjoyment of 
my newly acquired freedom. My love was not 
bought, was not paid ! I felt neither mortified, 
humiliated^ nor degraded. In my freedom, I 
felt that I stood on a level with the man whom* 
I so inexpressibly reverenced ; whilst, during my 
state of dependence, I had felt myself sunk far 
below the man for whom I had no esteem. 
When Andlau at length recovered, we went into 
Italy. Oh ! how my life unfolded in the double 
light of love and art; how my faculties ex- 
panded; what a stream of compound happiness 
rushed around me, and how joyous, how 
secure, how conscious of my happiness and of 
my privileges, did I stand in my little bark, for 
it was steered by Andlau ! 
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" About this time Obernau died, and I was 
free to dispose of my hand. But immeasurable 
aversion to one marriage, had taken too firm 
possession of my bosom to allow of my Con- 
tracting another. The two years of my married 
life had saturated ipe with bitter feelings ; 
my husband had been a torture- to me, his 
family hostile, the world false, and I in my own 
eyes contemptible. I had found no protection 
against the most bitter humiliation, no prop to 
my unaided inexperience, no comfort for my 
inward desolation ; distrustful of God, of man, 
of myself, I had stood in dreadful loneli- 
ness, — unrejoicing, unsoothed, tantalized by my 
taste for Hesperian fruit, and if it fell within 
my reach, if my lips approached it, instantly 
recognizing in it the apple of Sodoma. — With 
Andlau how different! I was for ever lifted 
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upwards, never thrust downwards; I felt a 
continual advancement, and expansion; no- 
thing stationary, nothing retrograde, nothing 
debasing. I was happy, and this very happi- 
ness gave me strength and courage to abide 
by this peculiar form of life. This happiness, 
and this mode of existence restored to me 
the full possession of my independence, whilst 
it replaced me within the sphere of woman- 
hood, which finds full expansion and content- 
ment in love alone. There was within me an 
infinite security, which required no finite sym- 
bol, and which disdained a finite bond. Per- 
haps with regard to every other man in the 
world this confidence might have been a mon- 
strous folly ; in the case of Andlau it was only 
a just tribute to his character. Alas! it is 
with regard to myself that it now becomes a 
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folly; for that unalterable security is shaken, 
and the very spot which was as a rock under 
my feet, is now become a quicksand/' 

" Therefore, Faustina, you must abandon it/* 
said Mario, earnestly and calmly, rising and 
taking her hand : "The spot on which you have 
hitherto stood, is no longer safe for you. Sup- 
port yourself in all confidence on my arm ; — I 
will lift, and bear you above the reach of 
vacillation. I thank you for having unfolded 
your past history to me, and doubly do I thank 
you, because I see in it nothing to sever us \" 

Faustina gazed speechlessly upon him, and 
then passed her hands over her eyes, as if to 
certify herself that she was awake. 

" Nothing ! — for you love me — and Andlau, 
you love no longer : if you still loved him, 
your eyes would only have fallen upon me with 
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the same kind but indifferent glance, which you 
bestow on all — " 

" Ah ! — that were indeed impossible I 33 ex- 
claimed she. 

" Now Faustina, I love you, — you know it, 
I have told you so, and you must be aware of 
it without words; but having told you so, 
never will I give you up! for nothing binds 
you to another, from the moment your heart 
is unbound from him; and to be untrue to 
yourself, to retract, to talk of the necessity of 
self-sacrifice, is the proof of an exhausted love, 
that no longer feels within itself the energy to 
heave an old world from its axis, and poise for 
the beloved one a new world in its stead. He 
who has said to a woman e I love thee!' and is 
not prepared to follow her in any path, should it 
seem to lead even to hell,— joyfully prepared, 
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— because he feels confident of transforming 
that hell, into a heaven of love, — he is a coward, 
Faustina, — and a coward is not capable of 
love ! I am no coward, I have the courage 
to reconcile you with everything, with the past, 
and the fature, and with every tie that has 
hitherto wounded, or oppressed you. You are 
my wife, Faustina." 

a Oh ! but I were then so miserably false," 
said she gloomily. 

"And what would you be, if you remained 
hesitating between two men, fascinating both, 
belonging partly to one, wholly to neither 5 and 
what would you be, if you turned back with a 
divided heart to him whom you first loved, and 
said, ( I love another, but I will be true to thee :' 
you love the beautiful, the good, and the ele- 
vated, wherever you find it, Faustina! this 
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makes you so worthy to be loved ; and you are 
too much under the influence of the present, 
to attach yourself permanently to any indi- 
viduality, unless it have the power to overwhelm 
you irresistibly ; this makes you weak. I will 
not defend this weakness, lest you should 
accuse me of sophistry, or suspect me of speak- 
ing for my own advantage ; but, believe me, if 
you were my sister, I should still say what I 
now re-iterate : Falseness is a divided, incom- 
plete, vacillating existence — it is a discord in the 
soul 5 annihilate it by some sharp decision, some 
irrevocable step, and you have set yourself 
free : restored your balance, dismissed the dis- 
turbing element, and grasped that which is 
essential; decide! decide, Faustina!" ex- 
claimed Mario, and the calm equanimity with 
which he had hitherto spoke, was suddenly 
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changed into the most passionate agita- 
tion : « Decide now — instantly — on the spot ! 
— in half-an-hour I must leave this room, 
and it depends on you whether I ever enter 
it agoin or not ! For since our confession of 
love has been uttered, things cannot now go 
on as they have done — " 

" And why not ?" interrupted Faustina, 
" you are so strong, Mengen, you can be all 
things." 

u All things human, Faustina, nothing su- 
perhuman ! I love you, and love thirsts to be 
one with the beloved object. To be near you, 
to live under the fascination of your loveliness, 
and not to feed this wish greedily with every 
breath, as with the air that surrounds me — for 
this I am not strong enough. But if you have 
the conviction that your ties to Andlau can still 
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afford to you, and to him their former satisfac- 
tion, I will now sever myself from you for ever — 
this indeed I can do ! But my love for you 
will not therefore end; so long as my heart 
beats, it will beat for you; so long as my eyes 
can open, they will watch over you ; so long 
as a drop of blood flows in my veins, it belongs 
to you; so long as I continue in the path 
which I selected in childhood, followed in youth, 
and with which I am as it were blended in 
manhood, I must follow you. You belong to 
my inmost being, Faustina ! for it is through 
you that I have arrived at the comprehension 
of love ! And shall you not love me enough to 
belong to me wholly ? Oh ! that, I will never be- 
lieve ; and if you were to say No in word, and 
No in deed — still I would not believe you !" 
" There you are right, Mario \" exclaimed she. 
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" Now you have decided Faustina — you will 
be mine ! Angel, I thank thee, thou lovest 
me!" 

Mario's voice trembled, and his eyes were 
moist as he thus spoke; every trace of that 
self-possession had melted away which had 
made him appear so cold, so clad in steel, that 
it might have been thought his heart remained 
passive beneath his iron breast-plate. Faus- 
tina gazed upon him ; joy and sadness, bliss 
and sorrow, swelled in her bosom ; she saw that 
his happiness was in her hands : that moment 
overpowered her, the present was triumphant ; 
she forgot the past, and thought not of the 
future. She did not speak, but taking his two 
hands she folded them together and laid them 
on her neck, as a yoke, then she said — 

« Do you understand me, Mario ?" 
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But Mario answered not, and Faustina, for 
the first time, witnessed the outbreak of a pas- 
sion, in comparison with which her own fervor 
seemed to her cold and colourless. 

a Can love then really make you blessed ?-" 
asked she. 

cc Your love can, Faustina :" answered 
Mario. " And yet I sue for one more proof 
of it." 

She raised her eyes and gazed upon him in 
astonishment, as he took her by the hand and 
led her into her room. There he released her 
hand as he placed her at a writing-table, and 
said imploringly. 

u Now write, Faustina." 

" Oh God !" said she, groaning as she sank 
into a chair, " I cannot write." 

" Then I must do so," said Mario calmly. 
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" Are you mad ?" exclaimed she distractedly ; 
" No, no other hand than mine shall plunge the 
dagger into his heart; for that is what I am 
doing, and I know it." 

"Yes," said Mario, " into his, or mine." 

Faustina's teeth smote convulsively 
together and her hands were icy cold. Mario 
continued. 

" The half hour is almost expired, Faustina ! 
write ! You must decide. This torture will 
cease, when decision is made. The irrevocable 
flows as soothingly over the pangs of hesitation, 
as oil over the agitated waves. I do not wish 
to control your will ; I only require you to 
• express it. Write, Faustina \" 

She was completely mastered by him. The 
cool deliberation with which he fenced his 
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passion, as a shield before a naked breast, 
abashed her, the waverer. 

"Yes," said she, "you are confident, because 
you are God-like in your truth. But I ! — dare 
I put trust in myself ?" 

"Then trust yourself to me, Faustina; and 
write! See now, you cannot do otherwise. 
Suppose you thrust the dagger into my heart ; 
what then would you propose to yourself? 
silence towards Andlau ! that were impossible 
to you ;— besides he would perceive that you 
were not your former self, and if he questioned, 
which way would you deceive, or how deceive at 
all? — Or let us suppose that you tell him 
what has occurred ; — do you think he is the man 
to brook it ? If it has been a caprice on your 
part, if you found resource in me for an idle 
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moment, and have been merely amusing yourself 
sportively and amiably with me, — yes — then, 
he might smile, and console himself. But can 
he do so, Faustina V 9 

" Never," said she, as she took up the pen 
resolvedly. She wrote : — 

€( Anastasius, your last words at parting are be- 
come truth: I have forgotten you. Oh! not you, 
— no— myself. I mean, I have forgotten that it 
was for you only that I could or would live. 
We must never meet again, Anastasius* With 
this decision I ruin your existence ! therefore, 
I dare not crave your forgiveness. You will 
know best what you have to think of Faustina I" 

Her handwriting was not to be recognized, 
no trace of her usually secure light touch. 
Mario placed it in an envelope ; and said, 

" Now the address, Faustina." 

VOL. II* h 
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u It is a sentence of death I am preparing," 
murmured she, whilst addressing it to Nurem- 
berg, as Andlau's last letter had directed. 

Mario sealed the letter with Faustina's seal, 
and then took it, saying, — < 

« I will go early to the post to-morrow, and 
put it in myself " # 

Hitherto he had spoken and acted calmly 
and dispassionately. In his view, no other line 
of conduct was possible to Faustina; she had 
understood and expressed her will — she could 
not but do so. But now, the fulness of this 
blessed consciousness burst upon him like a 
choral symphony ! — he sank down before Faus-i 
tina, wound his arms around her, and repeated 
over and over again, as if to reassure himself by 
his own words, " You love me, my Faustina 1 
yes, you love me !" 
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"That must indeed be true," said she 

gloomily, letting fall her hands with which she 

had hitherto concealed her face. Scarcely had 

she gazed on Mario's eyes, when the bright 

light of happiness flashed from her's also ; she 

was once more the glowing radiant beauty, 

once more the woman, thirsting for love. She 

took his head between her hands, and asked 

with that petulance which love so gracefully 
expresses — 

"And still you are not happy, Mario?" 

" Not quite, Faustina !" 

"Oh, you are not happy?" said she sadly* 
and her hands sank helplessly to her side; 
"then have I indeed done wrong !" 

Mario rose, gazed around the room, and 
said, 

"On that evening,in which I accompanied you, 
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home, and found the disordered Clemfcnt 
here ; when I stood yonder on the threshold of 
your door j and dared not pass over it, — yes, 
even then, I scarcely could conceive the happi- 
ness that this day has conferred upon me. But 
to be completely happy, you must be wholly 
mine, and therefore, I beseech you, Faustina, 
go with me to-morrow to my parents, and let 
my sister's wedding day be also ours." 

" What, am I to marry you ?' exclaimed she 
distressfully. 

" And why not }" asked he proudly. te Do 
you suppose I could brook that the woman 
to whom I dedicate my .life, should scorn to 
bear my name ? Do you suppose I could find 
happiness in undefined ties, open to every 
possible misconstruction, when there was no 
other cause for them, than a woman's caprice ? 
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How shall I protect you, if you are not freely 
and avowedly placed under my protection? How 
honour you, if you do not bestow upon me the 
distinction which entitles me to do so, as having 
been singled out by you from the crowd? 
Thousands may pay you homage, many may 
love you, your husband alone, can protect and 
honour you — as befits you." 

Not an hour before, had Faustina been ex- 
pressing her Complete distaste to marriage* 
But Mario's sway was such, he shook her 
former impressions with so powerful a hand, 
whilst he upheld his own so calmly and disk 
passionately, that she found herself incapable of 
resistance. She only said, 

" ( And he shall be thy Lord/ the Bible says 
so. Well, Mario ! I consent to niarry you." 
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He raised her up, pressed her to his heart, 
and exclaimed, " Come then \" 

She collected her last energies, and said, 

" No ! go to your parents ; at present they 
know nothing about us, about me, Mario! 
tell them first that we love each other, ask 
them first if I shall be welcome. In a week 
or two, you may perhaps bring me greeting 
from them — that will give me courage and 
re-assurance. Now go, Mario !" 

"But in this week or two, you will be en- 
countering powerful conflicts, and suffering 
wild emotions. I dread — " 

"You mean, — I might be false to you 
also ?" said she with a melancholy smile. 

"No ! but you may be steeped in sadness — ■'* 

"I will think that you are happy/ 5 inter- 
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rupted she, "and then sadness must lose its. 
power, for nothing is so strong within my soul 
as the thought of you !" 

She was exhausted to the last degree, and 
scarcely able to support herself; her cheeks 
were burning, and her hands were icy. Mario 
perceived it, and yet could scarcely bring 
himself to take leave of her. He exclaimed, 
cc It is impossible to say what may not happen 
in the next fortnight! I will give up the 
wedding and remain here ! w 

But Faustina clung to the wish, that he 
should bring her some affectionate message from 
his parents. The grey of morning had dawned 
before Mario left her. Faustina retired to rest, 
and sunk into a leaden sleep. Mario had ordered 
horses at sunrise, but his carriage stood packed 
and ready, long after the sun was up: — he could 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



224 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

not bring himself to depart ; he felt as if danger 
menaced Faustina. "But who can work her 
either harm or woe?" muttered he to himself: 
a Andlau might, but never would he do it !" — At 
last he sprang into the carriage, and drove to 
Faustina. It was eight o'clock, she might 
possibly have risen. He ran up to inquire. 

Her maid Jeannette, said, "the Countess was 
still asleep, for she had not gone to bed until 
five o'clock." Mario besought her to see, if by- 
chance, she might not now find her mistress 
awake ; and as the abigail, somewhat surprised, 
fiilfilled his wish, he followed on her footsteps. 
The whole room gleamed in purple light ; the 
window curtains, the alcove and the bed caught 
the bright rays of an April sun ; its reflection 
suffused every object, and dazzled Mario's eyes. 
These glowing tints in the still chamber, struck 
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painfully upon him, and still more so Faustina's 
deadly paleness. She slept. He approached 
her bed, and gazed for a moment, with keen 
anxiety, on this tender and lovely countenance, 
which like a flower, betrayed marks of the last 
last night's storm, so relaxed were her features. 
He then bent down and kissed her forehead. 

"Anastasius?" said she, half awake and 
smiling. 

" And you do not dream of me ?" said Mario 
sadly. 

" I never dream/' said she, suddenly raising 
herself up ; " or do I now dream ? why arfc you 
still here ?" 

u Because your loneliness makes me so 
anxious, dear angel! Come with me! my 
carriage is ready at the door. I am in terror , 
for you — about you/' 

l 2 
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He knelt by her bed-side ; she laid her arm 
round his neck, her head on his breast, and 
said, 

" Oh ! leave me, dearest ; I am weary almost 
to death, I must sleep, — must sleep/' 

He supported her for some time in his arms ; 
she did not sleep, but seemed stunned ; she did 
not speak, but occasionally pressed him lightly 
towards her. He also was silent, and pondered 
whether this lassitude were physical or mental. 
"Are the nerves unstrung? or is it the heart? my 
poor angel how weak art thou \" The wish to 
take her with him, increased in intensity — but 
he at last allowed her to sink back on her 
pillow, took leave of her with the deepest 
tenderness, and hurried away. When he was 
gone, Faustina murmured, 

" Oh ! had I but gone with him \" 
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A chaos heaved within her. The elements, 
out of which her new world was to be formed, 
had not yet subsided from their fermentation. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

• Andlau received Faustina's letter at Nurem- 
berg, He read it several times without under- 
standing it. At last he began to comprehend 
the words "we must never meet again." He 
felt as if night had overtaken him in bright 
mid-day. "Horses! quick! towards Bohemia !" 
exclaimed he; his only wish was, to go — whither, 
was a matter of absolute indifference to him, — 
onwards, onwards, with all possible speed. 
When the horses were changed, he generally 
said, " Onwards, follow the high road." Some- 
times a postmaster approached the carriage, and 
mentioned the next station interrogatively, 
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he then nodded a silent assent. Thus 
in the lovely brilliant spring, rushed he, like 
a murderer, through Prague, through Bres- 
lam He knew not where he was. At last he 
came to a large, old, sullen city. Gloom 
seemed to brood over it, a mighty past, a 
melancholy present. The huge houses with 
their deep sloping roofs looked like sepulchres, 
or strongholds of death. 

" Halt \" cried Andlau. This city attracted^ 
him ; it was Cracow. He went into the Cathe- 
dral, and descended to the burial place .of the 
old Polish kings. He leant against a coffin; 
the vulture claw of frantic grief, which until 
now had fastened on his tortured heart, relaxed 
its pressure in the presence of eternal peace. 
Two large tears fell heavily from his eyes, on 
the ashes of the departed, on the ashes of his 
happiness. t His guide, an old grey headed 
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Pole, enquired in Polish the cause of his 
melancholy. Andlau did not understand him* 
shook his head, and gazed towards Heaven. 
The old man seized Andlau's hand, followed 
the direction of his glance, and said with a tear 
in his dim eye; €€ Finis Poloniae." Thus stood 
beside each other, the young and the aged man, 
life and death; aliens in country, aliens in speech, 
yet each with his own peculiar grief at his heart, 
and bound together by one common and per- 
vading feeling : deep, unspeakable, hopeless 
sorrow. 

Andlau wrote from Cracow to Faustina : — 
"No word shall I utter of question, reproach, 
or complaint! Be happy, if indeed that be 
possible ; forget me* for that must be the first 
condition of your future happiness. Forget 
your whole past life — your fickleness will 
make that easy to you — and farewell !" 
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He remained for the present at Cracow: 
every* place was indifferent to him without 
Faustina, — with her, the world with all its 
glories, Art with all its miracles, Nature with 
all its treasures, seemed to belong to him* She 
looked upon stones, and would relate to him their 
history ; past centuries rose up at her bidding, 
as before a magician, and, in unfolding the sue* 
cession of events, she made visible to him, as it 
were, the golden thread by which providence 
guides the human race. 

Ruins arose for her from their destruction, 
and she would point out to him the intention 
of the architect; mute forms opened their lips 
for her, and confided to her the signification 
which the painter meant to give his saints, the 
sculptor his divinities! Nature spoke to 
her by the voice of the elements! Had she 
been alone in a dead creation, she would have 
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breathed a soul into the very rocks 5 such over- 
flowing vitality existed in her, such a power 
had she of investing with it everything that 
approached her. Andlau felt like a prisoner 
enclosed between black, silent, cold walls. At 
times he was overpowered by a corroding 
anxiety as to Faustina's wholly unknown des* 
tiny. He re-read her letters ; they had latterly 
become uneasy and hurried. He sought for a 
name, that might give him some clue, but she 
only here and there mentioned a few unknown 
names, of which Mario's was one. "What 
misery may be hers!" said Andlau mentally. 
Fear as to her future, disturbed him more than 
the thought of his own. He belonged to that 
class of men of whom Mario once said to Faus* 
tina, " when the thread of their fate snaps, they 
never seek to knot on a new one." 
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Andlau's old world had given way ; he sought 
for no new creation, but remained amongst 
its ruins, like a priest amidst those of a fallen 
temple. His palace of happiness had crumbled 
to pieces — he did not seek about for a hut. 
Sometimes he was seized with irritation at 
that weakness in Faustina, which made her 
incapable of carrying foresight into any vivid 
impression. "Will she remain a child for 
ever?" he would exclaim angrily; "will her 
being always blossom, but never bear fruit ?" 
Then in the midst of this agony would come the 
thought — " although not to be trusted, she is 
also not to be limited; and probably is now 
destined to some higher degree of develope- 
ment." But alas ! this thought would not abide 
within him. Faustina had ruined his existence ! 
it seemed inevitable to him that she should 
have shattered her own by the same act ! 
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After Faustina had received his letter she 
was more calm. Until then her anxiety had 
been inexpressible. Now she knew she was 
irrevocably and for ever, separated from the man, 
whom she had called her earthly providence 5 
one who would have thrust aside triumphs and 
thrones, had she not shared them with him ! — 
and this, not only in the tumultuous excitement 
of his first happiness ! — no ! still, at the end of 
seven years he knelt before her with the same 
homage, delight, and devotion. The ftJl fresh* 
ness of feeling still lay like morning dew on his 
love; he bore her like a jewel on his heart. 
He felt to Faustina, not as a man of honour, 
who is bound by a sense of duty to a being 
committed to him for all her future ; it was not 
in consideration of her helplessness and loneli- 
ness that he held himself as rivetted to her 
inseparably ; what touched him far more deeply 
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and bound him to her much more intensely, 
was her generous simple nature, which reject- 
ing, despising, or careless of every thing that 
was not love, wrapped herself in that, as her 
only vesture. He loved her with a perfect 
love, not compassionately, but adoringly. Alas ! 
the generality of women prize their destiny, 
when after a few years in which the freshness 
of beauty, the charm of manners, and the no- 
velty of happiness have flown, — their husbands, 
from old habit, from gratitude for sweet memo- 
ries, still occasionally allow a compassionate 
ray of their former half extinguished sun of 
love, to shine forth ; and Faustina, for whom, 
as by miracle, this sun had stood still af its 
zenith; — Faustina — had turned her gaze to- 
wards another. 

Thus had she done! She said all this to 
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herself a thousand times, and repeated and 
impressed upon her own mind all that she 
gave up in Andlau; — but, she gave him up! 
" There is no resting place for me," thought she. 
" I must move restlessly forward, — and is not 
that equivalent to upward ?" She returned to 
her former occupations, to her painting, to 
society. Her friends found her less disengaged 
animated, and lively than before. All were 
eager to observe if she would resume her track 
in life. Clement came in and out more 
frequently than ever ; and adopted more and 
more the tone of an indispensable friend. She 
did not check him, or avoid him, for in a hun- 
dred things she found him convenient, and in 
a thousand indifferent. He wished ardently to 
be everything to her, to fill up every void, for 
then he, fondly imagined, nothing would remain 
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to her, but to return his love. Faustina 
spoke neither of Andlau, nor of Mengen$ from 
which Clement concluded that she was in a 
fair way to forget both. If any one should 
say, Clement was crazy, I agree with them. 
Love unrequited is above all things a craze; 
its sanity rests wholly on its being mu- 
tual. 

Mario wrote almost every day. His high 
toned security revived Faustina. Had he told 
her he was preparing a way for her to Orion, 
she would have believed him implicitly. 

The peculiar loneliness in which she stood in 
the world, made this confidence indispensable 
to her. " The noble minded are so willing to 
protect, and who stands more in need of pro- 
tection than myself >" 
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Mario's parents did not rejoice at their son's 
choice. 

" The poorest girl, on whom slander had never 
rested, would have been a morewelcomedaughter 
to me/' said Countess Mengen ; and his father 
said: — 

* According to your description she must be 
a Circe ! Have you allowed yourself to be caught, 
my poor Mario V 

Mario smiled. To the undesigning careless 
Faustina, a premeditated conquest would have 
been impossible. His sisters threw themselves 
into his arms, enchanted, when he imparted his 
engagement to them. 

" What inconceivable good fortune for you, 
Mario \" cried Matilda; and Maria flew to 
Cunigunda in order to impart to her the happy 
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news. Cunigunda was then called upon to tell 
the parents all that was good and lovely in 
Faustina, as she had already done to the sis- 
ters, and Mario was touched by the deep delight 
with which she did so. 

"She comforted, strengthened, and upheld 
me, when everything teaded to depress me ; she 
smiled upon me, as none other could have 
smiled; and at the particular moment when 
efficient help was most needful, I found it in 
her." 

And much more did Cunigunda relate of 
Faustina's beauty, sweetness, and talent, — and 
ended by saying, 

€€ I was once laughed at for comparing her, 
as I must again compare her, to the ' maiden 
from a far land/ I know no one that she is like, 
or that reminds me of her." 
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"Oh Heaven !" sighed Countess Mengen, 
" how will so extraordinary a person adapt 
herself to a family circle." 

"As the sun to the earth, dear mother!" 
said Mario. 

" Well ! Mario is in love at last, — 
dreadfully in love!" — whispered Maria to 
Matilda. 

"Is Faustina's love for you of the same 
intensity as your love for her?" asked the 
father. 

"Love does not suffer itself to be weighed 
and measured," answered Mario smiling, "and 
in no instance less than in that of Faustina. 
Her love soars !" — 

" And soars away, my son !" interrupted the 
mother ; " such women — genial, distinguished, 
exceptions from every day people, or whatever 
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they may be styled, are so seldom possessed of 
the clearness, the repose, the conscientiousness 
or the sense of duty, without which, people 
can neither be happy nor make others happy " 

" Three months since, dear mother, Faustina 
and I said all this to each other. But I love 
her — and such as she now is, she makes me 
more than happy/' 

€f And therefore she shall be welcome to us," 
said the elder Mengen, as he gave his son 
his hand. Mario kissed it, and exclaimed, 

" I knew it, father." 



VOL. II. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Faustina was seated before her easel giving 
the last touches to a masterly picture. It was 
the same which she had once sketched at May- 
ence: a young man was passing before a 
window, behind the frame of which sat a 
maiden; the cat, the climbing plants, the 
needlework, nothing was wanting. Mario was 
coming, she wished to please him with this 
picture, — for steady occupation, as he well 
knew, was a means of tranquillizing her. 
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Clement entered the painting room, and passed 
behind her chair. 

"The picture would please me immensely, if 
the man were not so like Count Mengen," said 
he. 

" Count Mengen has so striking a counte- 
nance, that an artist eye gladly catches and 
represents it." 

" I will not deny it ; but it does not suit 
these gothic accessories; — he looks quite like 
a Tartar." 

"Like a Tartar, Clement ! you are really 
prejudiced." 

" And you are partial." 

Faustina shrugged her shoulders in silence. 
After a pause, she asked, 

"Are you never going back to Oberwalldorf, 
Clement?" 
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"Am I disagreeable to you ?" asked he 
bitterly. 

" Sometimes, from your strange humours, 
you are so." 

"When you were at Prague, I think you 
went up to Wisserad on the Moldau, where they 
shew the bath of Queen Libussa." 

"Yes, yes, but I spoke of Oberwalldorf." 

" Do you know what used to take place in 
that bath ?" 

"Oh yes! the Queen Libussa, proud of 
her independence, would allow no man to ob- 
tain influence over her ; and although a prey 
to all feminine weaknesses, she neither chose 
they should appear, or infringe upon her 
freedom. Therefore did she cause those on 
whom she bestowed a momentary favour, to be 
thrown from that secret chamber into the 
Moldau." 
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K You are a Queen Libussa in modern 
clothing, without her wild passions, without 
her deadly cruelty. But of those who possess 
qualities which harmonize with your own, you 
require the surrender of their inmost being; 
and then — you fling them into the Moldau." 

A keen pang shot through Faustina; she 
thought of Andlau, and exclaimed ; 

a That is indeed not quite untrue." 

"But I do not mean to suffer myself to 
be either flung into the Moldau, or sent off 
to Oberwalldorf," continued Clement, vehe- 
mently. 

" Oh ! you !" said Faustina, looking at him 
in astonishment — "to you I have been no 
Queen Libussa. To you I have never given 
any token of love." 

" Perhaps to others ' also," interrupted 
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Clement, highly excited, ct but to me certainly. 
You have adopted me into your daily life, 
and when a woman like you does that, it is 
in fact a promise of love; for you must feel 
that to those who live in close communication 
with you, your love becomes a condition of 
existence. Have you never perceived this in 
regard to me?" 

"I have tolerated your frequent presence, 
because I saw no other path open by which to 
bring you to any knowledge of me. I had 
good will towards you, — and pitied you." 

" Ah ! you pitied me !" exclaimed Clement, 
throwing himself before her, and vehemently 
embracing her knees. 

" I had pity for you, I should rather say," 
exclaimed Faustina impatiently, rising hastily 5 
"for it is now changing into aversion, and not 
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by my fault. I cannot understand you 
Clement; if it were once said, or signified to 
me, that I was not loved, I would rather die, 
than encounter the information a second time" 

" It is hard to die when one loves," said he 
gloomily. 

"But who speaks of death ? You must con- 
tinue to live, more cheerful, more happy than 
hitherto. Be just a very little bit reasonable, 
dear Clement — " 

" Bravissimo ! Countess Faustina, if you 
take to preaching reason, I may indeed yet 
bring my existence to a happy consummation," 
exclaimed Clement, laughing grimly. " But, in 
the meanwhile, until it comes to that climax, I 
swim the ocean of life, clinging to one slight 
plank, the single hope, that you will, as Leuco- 
thea to her beloved, her sinking sailor, 
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throw me the scarf of redemption !— some time 
or other — Faustina, is it not so, sooner or later ? 
Oh! I will wait, wait, to all eternity — but I 
must, and will hope for it — otherwise — I die at 
once." 

"Do as you will, — only hope nothing from 
me, Clement f — said she, much annoyed. 

" Neither for the present nor the future ?" 

" Neither for the present nor the future, as 
certainly as I am Faustina !" 

"It is well, it is well," said Clement; a 
fearful convulsion passed over his face ; she did 
not dee it, for she had again seated herself at 
the easel. " Grant me one favour," continued 
he, " say to whom does your future belong ?*' 

"To myself, and God," answered she de- 
cidedly. 

" You force me to put the question in a dif- 
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ferent i orm," said he calmly ; " to whom do you 
belong for the future ?" 

" You assume to yourself Jthe displeasing right 
of putting questions which I am not disposed 
to answer/ 3 said she coldly. 

" Oh God ! a friend who is on the point of 
being separated from us forever, may surely be 
indulged with some mark of confidence/* said 
he mildly. 

"Ah! you are going }" exclaimed Faustina 
delighted. 

" Yes, I am going — Faustina." 

" And when ? and whither ?" 

"Whither, I know not; but when ? — to-mor- 
tow — certainty to-morrow." 

Faustina now breathed more freely; Mario 
would return to-morrow; therefore Clement 
would never encounter him again. 
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" Are you satisfied with me ?" asked he. 

She silently gave him her hand. In a tone 
between reproach and melancholy he said, 

"This is the first time you have given me 
your hand, since we have been acquainted." 

" It shall not be the last time/* answered she 
kindly. * 

" Who knows, Countess ! things never fall 
out as one expects ; therefore be indulgent to 
me, and answer me the question that I put to 
you before, — even though it be impertinent. 
Bethink you, 'tis the last — I am going to-mor- 
row, and if it be a secret to others, you may 
rely on my eternal silence. v 

The earnest solemnity of his look and tone 
made Faustina also earnest. She said nothing, 
but laid her finger on Mario's likeness in the 
picture. Clement understood her: he sup- 
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'ported himself against her chair, and the back 
broke in his grasp. She looked up at him 
in terror, and exclaimed, distressfully, 

"Go, Clement! for mercy's sake, leave me, 
— I am afraid of you, You look as if you me- 
ditated some misdeed !" 

He passed his hand over his face : " A mis- 
deed? oh no, Countess — only a deed !" 

He then took his hat and saying, " Once 
more I will return and take my leave of you ;" 
he departed. 

Faustina was seized with a dread that Cle- 
ment might have a design on Mario's life ; of 
her life or of Clement's life, she thought not, — 
only of Mario. In unspeakable disturbance, 
she paced up and down the room, she could no 
longer hold her pencil, every nerve quivered. 
She would now strike a few chords on the 
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piano ; now she would approach the book-case, in 
order vainly to seek something which she could 
not find ; now she would sit down exhausted, 
and half aloud murmur some melody without 
words ; now she would lie down by the window, 
and look right and left, with that fearful vacancy 
that seeks to seize on any object, in order 
to free itself from alarming thoughts and pre- 
sentiments : — so that, for instance, one would 
catch at the secret question, " Will that little 
bird perch on a bough, or a roof?" — and one 
watches the bird so long as it is within sight. 
In the mean while, the heart has been stilled, 
has taken breath, and then again resumes its 
panting race. At last she went to Madame 
von Eilau; but there she found so many people 
that it did not afford the relief she hoped 
for. She amused herself in conversation with 
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two or three people only, for then her sympa- 
thies were challenged. In large circles, in 
which it is necessary to make a noise with 
one's words even to be heard — heard only, not 
understood — she was silent, and almost always 
absent. This evening more so than ever. But 
people were accustomed to it, and thought 
nothing of it. Count Kirchberg seated himself 
by her, and endeavoured to strike some chord 
which should awake an echo in her mind. He 
did not succeed. 

" I do not understand you," answered she, 
after one of his remarks. 

" Then I must have expressed myself very 
confusedly," said he smiling, " for you always 
seem to have Solomon's ring about you, by 
means of which, the speech even of irrational 
creatures can be understood." 
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" Oh !" she exclaimed, without observing 
the jest, " when one feels comfortless, how con- 
fused and warped appear all words, things, and 
people ; one is scarcely capable of saying A. B. 
C. ; one stares vacantly at a friend as if at a 
stranger ; one feels, as if one might remain for 
the next four-and-twenty hours, fast set, as in 
a bog. Do you know such moments V 3 With- 
out awaiting his answer she continued in an 
altered tone. " When the ploughshare passes 
over the human heart, there also is the hand 
of God strewing seed for eternity ; you surely 
believe this, Count ? — for it is this belief alone 
that can console one for having, with one's 
own hand, driven the ploughshare over any 
human heart. 

a Nor could I console myself in such a case, 
unless that heart were— my own f 3 answered 
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Kirchberg. "It would be making egotism 
too easy a game, if careless levity, or reckless 
passion might dare to think that God would, 
as a matter of course, pour divine balsam into 
the wounds they have inflicted." 

Faustina shuddered, and became deadly 
pale. Count Kirchberg asked if she were ill. 

"I am sad," said she, and left the party. 

She enquired anxiously of her servant if any 
one had called upon her in her absence. He 
assured her there had been no visitor, as did 
her maid servant, when she questioned her on 
returning home. Still she looked with some 
agitation round the room. Did she fear 
Clement, or hope for Mario. She scarcely knew, 
for both were continually before her. 

" Jeannette, I shall be glad to go straight 
to bed 1" said she to her maid. 
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'•' Ah \" exclaimed she, quite rejoiced — " I have 
never heard your Ladyship say so before, and 
yet certainly nothing can be more agreeable, or 
comfortable than such a white, fresh, quiet 
bed. I should make it a thousand times more 
willingly, if your Ladyship would always be 
glad to go to it/' 

"Heaven defend me, Jeannette! I do not 
intend to be always lazy." 

Jeanette could not enter into this, and 
fulfilled her office in silence. Faustina slept 
at once, and passed the night like a child, 
without dreams and without disturbance. There 
are some rare and fortunate organizations, 
that are at once both strong and flexible enough 
to assure to the body its rights in sleep, so 
that it never has to complain of the con- 
flicts and troubles of the mind:— waking, its 
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faithful and zealous slave — sleeping, its lord! 
the mind then lies as if enchained, for the body 
refuses to lend it any of those organs, through 
which it can assert its sovereignty. Faustina 
woke every morning as if she had been bathed 
in Lethe ; it always took some time before the 
garish day made itself felt, with all its fatigues, 
in midst the twilight coolness with which the 
night had shrouded her. She was always most 
beautiful in the morning. This is a very rare 
case with those who have passed their sixteenth 
year. The older people become, the more do 
they require excitement, animation, ornament, 
and lights, in order to look beautiful ; it becomes 
a sort of factitious beauty. Most people rise 
fatigued ; their dreams have given more of dis- 
turbance than their sleep of refreshment. 

Faustina rose in glad spirits, for she said to 
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herself, €€ Mario comes to-day/' She went to 
the balcony; the green trees, the cloudless 
skies, the warbling birds, seemed to greet her 
like favourable prognostics, " Mario/' said 
she, half aloud, with calm joy. Then as a 
mariner who discovers in the horizon a small 
cloud, the unfailing herald of storms — she 
said gloomily. " But where is Anastasius ? — 
what will become of Clement ? — oh ! Heaven !" 
The day advanced; Ernst announced Herr 
von Walldorf, who requested to take leave of 
her thus early. She desired he might be admit- 
ted. Clement looked much bewildered; she 
asked herself if he could be intoxicated, and 
the terror which she had several times ex- 
perienced in his presence, returned upon her. 
But he said quietly — 

"Next month it will be a year since you 
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came to Oberwalldorf. Do you still remem- 
ber what you said to me in one of our 
walks ?" 

""Not a syllable, my good Clement." 
"I supposed as much: and I will only 
remind you of one single expression; you 
said, in speaking of George von Frundsberg, 
and of many others, i he saw at once that his 
his day was over, — he therefore died. 9 " 

" Yes, I did say so." 
» " And you approved it !" 

" I thought it natural to an energetic man." 

"My day too is over, Faustina!" said he 
resolutely. 

" You have not yet lived long enough," she 
responded, as firmly. 

" Yes, yes, I have outlived hope !" 
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"The hope of which you speak was an 
error ! no rational man lives for such a hope." 

" And you also said another time, Faustina, 
' On the confines between consciousness of a 
better knowledge, and despair over an error, — 
one dies/ I stand on such a confine, and I 
therefore die !" 

" Why will you torture me, Clement ?*' said 
she sadly. 

" That is but fair, beautiful queen Libussa r^ 
in return for the martyrdom you have inflicted 
on me for the last year, you shall at least for one 
moment suffer with, and by me," Clement 
muttered this between his teeth, and seized 
both Faustina's hands in his left hand. She 
could not move from the spot, and indeed did 
not seek to do so, for she saw he had formed 
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some resolution which she with, her small 
strength could not resist 

"Now tell me? why will you torture mfe?'' 
asked she boldly, "you see I await the answer !" 

"Aye, you are brave, as befits a Queen, — 
and you really are not afraid of me?" 

c ' I fear that man only whom I honour and 
love/* said she coldly. 

Clement drew a pistol from his breast, placed 
it in his mouth, and fired ! 

In the death pang, his hand clutched hers 
more closely; she fell fainting beside his corpse. 
The terrified servants and the other inhabi- 
tants of the house, burst in with screams and 
cries. Through all this crowd and tumult, 
one man made his irresistible way, rushed in- 
to the inner room, that shone with rosy morn- 
ing light, saw, close by the disfigured corpse, 
the deathlike Faustina, and exclaimed — 
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€€ Oh ! — why ? — why did I leave her here ?" 
Mario carried Faustina into the travelling 
carriage that was still at the door, and imme- 
diately returned with her to his parents. 
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CHAPTER X. 

"Genius too has its burthens," said I, at 
the tomb of Leopold Robert,* in Venice. At 
these words a man raised his head, and gave 
me a glance, so sharp, so penetrating, and yet 
so assenting, that it struck me forcibly; for 
in this half curious, half indifferent world, the 
gaze of most people bears its petty stamp, and 
the Neptune of the fountain looks out with not 
much more significance than the eyes of mor- 
tals. This man was already standing by the 



* A young and distinguished French artist, who 
committed suicide at Venice. 
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tomb, when we approached it. Motionless, his 
arms folded, his head sunk, so deeply sunk 
that the shadow of his hat hid his face, and 
clothed in black, he resembled a dark basaltic 
statue. We had talked on, without regarding 
him. Travelling is not the school in which 
people learn to be considerate 'of others. One 
brushes by strangers, as indifferently as by a 
wall. So much the more therefore was I start- 
led by this glance. This man must have un- 
derstood us, have listened to our conversation ; 
he was perhaps the brother, the relation, or the 
friend of Robert ; perhaps also in some shape 
involved in his destiny. Either from fear of 
having wounded his feelings, or from interest 
in the dead, I said, 

" You were perhaps sir, acquainted with 
Leopold Robert ?" 
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" Only from his pictures," he replied. 

Contrary to my custom, I persevered like an 
inquisitor in the questioning style. 
. « You are perhaps yourself an artist ?" 

" Oh ! no, ' the burthen of genius* was not 
laid on me," said he smiling sadly. 

I coloured from annoyance — I cannot bear 
my words to be retorted upon me; he con- 
tinued with animation ; 

" It is indeed a heavy burthen, because the 
world will not acknowledge it to be one. Of 
the gifted one it demands perfection ; if he con- 
tinue human, he is slandered. Think only of 
Byron, for instance, and tutti quanti" 

My companion said, " Eccentricities are in- 
deed not to be considered as the glory, but as 
the result of genius." 

VOL. II. N 
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" Only it is a pity," said I, "that so many 
people will call the natural bearing of genius — 
eccentricity, Columbus was treated as a fool ; 
Galileo as a heretic ; truly — geniuses have not 
all justified themselves as gloriously, and the 
spirit of Leopold Robert, may probably submit 
thankfully to the shrug with which people will 
say, c He was an hypochondriac, poor fellow !' " 

" Yes, yes !" said the stranger, u madness and 
sin, sound more harshly ." 

He had scarcely altered his position during 
this conversation, but had raised his head, and 
his dark eyes looked forth with unusual ear- 
nestness and brilliancy. They threw a won- 
drous, I might say a redeeming brightness over 
his sharply defined features, and when after 
these last words his head sank down again, so 
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th$t these eyes were hidden, — it seemed as if 
the whole countenance lapsed with them into 
sha4e. 

We left the church. In the afternoon we 
met with him at St. Mark's-; he saluted us, and 
a conversation took place which pleased me, 
for he was a very agreeable man, of a quick 
mind, and gentle manners; versed in the 
world, and despising it — not blasi, not blunted, 
but from acquaintance with what was best, 
indifferent to what was inferior. We spent a 
week together at Venice. He had a child with 
him, a magnificent boy of five years old, with 
sparkling eyes, full of enjoyment and petulance, 
uncontrollably wild and daring — exactly what 
I like boys to be. They always become tame 
early enough. Only in their common mourn- 
ing, and in the heartfelt tenderness of their 
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manner to each other, did one recognize father 
and son* No trace of resemblance existed 
between them. Generally, even when the 
features are not resembling, there is air, ex- 
pression, carriage, — here — nothing. I asked, 
in surprise when I first saw the child, 
"Is he your son!" 

" Tou are astonished that I should have so 
beautiful a child, are you not ?'' said he, and 
his glance seemed to wrap the child in love. 
c * Yes, he is my son, but he exactly resembles 
his mother, in body and in mind — he looks as 
she looked — he i$ what she was !" 

He stopped abruptly. We breakfasted at 
the Caf6 Florian, and the boy sprang about the 
Place St. Mark, strewing crumbs for the pigeons 
that alight there in flocks, talking to the gondo- 
liers in Italian, to the water carriers in German, 
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and amusing himself beyond all bounds, so as 
tQ make one positively envious. Occasionally, if 
he were long out of sight, the father went out 
from the arcades, and called with his vibrating 
voice : 

a Bonaventura! ,f the child would then come 
running, breathless, glowing, throw himself in- 
to his father's arms and look into his eyes with 
an indescribable grace, playful and lovely as a 
Cupid— or a woman. 

My stay in Venice drew to a close ; the 
evening before my departure I requested to 
know the name of the stranger. 

" Count Mengen," said he. 

"Mario Mengen!" I exclaimed delighted. 

"Mario Mengen." 

** Oh happy man V I exclaimed ; instantly it 
struck me how inappropriate was this expres- 
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sion, and yet I could not but still say, "Oh 
fortunate unhappy !" 

" What ! you knew Faustina ?" asked he, 
" As you knew Leopold Robert/' I answered. 
I had been at Dresden a few years before, 
just at the time of the tragical catastrophe of 
Clement; had heard much of it, and immedi- 
ately after, of her marriage with Mengen. She 
subsequently became so celebrated in the artist 
world, thafthere was hardly any one who had 
not heard of her. I told him thus much. He 
asked if I was sufficiently interested in her, to be 
able to follow out the history of her life without 
impatience, and without hasty condemnation, 
— for in that case he would relate it to me. 
My heart beat for joy, for I loved her, genial 
and graceful as she was. Such people are so 
much blamed, and — I will not dispute it, — de- 
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serve so muqh censure, that the thought of 
hearing her spoken of lovingly and admir- 
ingly, refreshed me. We went by the Biva 
Slavonier to the public garden. It is the most 
unfrequented place in all Venice, for Italians 
always like better to walk in the streets, than 
under the shade of green trees. The gardens 
are situated on a point of land; large grass 
plots, amongst avenues of white Acacias* which 
now in fufl bloom, filled the evenihg breeze 
with their delicate aroma. We so placed our- 
selves, that we gazed upon the Lagune before 
us ; to the right on the city, which seemed to 
float mysteriously between the heavens and the 
water, in the golden atmosphere of a setting 
sun; to the left, in the far distance, on the 
snow white chain of Alps. Oh! Venice is 
passing fair ! 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



272 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

I had in my hand a dark red carnation — my 
favourite flower. Mario gazed at it fixedly, and 
at last said, 

" I do not in truth faint away like the Prin- 
cess de Lamballe, at the sight of violets, nor 
become pensive like Sir Percival, when he saw 
three drops of blood on the snow; but the dark 
red carnation always reminds me of Faustina. 
This flower seldom comes to perfection, seldom 
charms us in its pure forms, as love's glowing 
torch, or as a quiver fall of his finely feathered 
arrows. If the calyx be very full, it bursts, and 
the leaves fall down in melancholy guise, relaxed 
and faded; if it be poorly filled, it does not 
indeed burst, but the flower remains poor also. 
Almost as rarely as a carnation, does the human 
creature arrive at its fall perfection ; it either 
runs wild, or exhausts itself. In Faustina the 
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miracle was accomplished I She had maintained 
undivided, the glow, the fullness, the splendour 
of her being. She did not strive after one 
thing only— much less did she wish for it in an 
invariable form— but that which she did indeed 
desire, she desired wholly. She was a pas- 
sionate character, and therefore undecided only 
until some energetic resolution had taken root 
within her. In order to be a great, character, 
nothing was wanting, but — strength against 
herself. 

" Immediately after the death of the unfor- 
tunate Clement, I brought her to my parents, 
and after three weeks she had become my 
wife, and their dearest child ; for this supreme 
woman whose very appearance drew forth certain 
and universal homage — this sybil with the glance 
w 2 
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of a seer, and the lips of a prophet — familiar 
with art, and intimate with wisdom — was gay 
as an innocent child, and unassuming as a young 
girl, who does not guess the power of her own 
charms. On the one hand no matron could, 
by her unembarrassed gravity, have carried 
more weight, or have more instantly checked 
a light expression on the lip of the most 
audacious man ; on the other hand lay youth, 
freshness, inexperience, and the faith that hovers 
so enchantingly about the novice in the world. 
Novice she was indeed. Hitherto she had 
lived apart from the world, she had taken up a 
position, not as a foe — for that she was too 
indifferent — but as a stranger to it. Hitherto 
she had no opportunity of entering into the 
usual relations of life — she understood nothing 
of family happiness, for she had been an 
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orphan — nothing of marriage, for she had been 
a wretched wife — perhaps nothing of love, 
although she had deeply loved Andlau, for 
she hoped by means of love to free herself 
from all visible bounds, and only within definite 
bounds can true freedom be assured, without 
them lie anarchy and dissolution. This she 
now learnt ; all knowledge was bliss to her, and 
she loved me fervently, because she felt that 
to me she owed it. 

"A year before, I had said to my friend 
Feldern ; s I desire nothing less than a mighty 
overwhelming happiness, that shall pierce into 
the very centre of my being/ Such was granted 
me ! Faustina penetrated, and pervaded my 
soul, like a thousand tinted diamond, like an 
oriental poem, a star, a rose, radiance, and 
perfume. 
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"The most insignificant woman, the dullest 
man, maybe so animated and beautified by love 
as to please and interest us. As to Faustina, 
sometimes die enchanted me, sometimes 
made me tremble for her, sometimes astonished 
me. Heart, sense, and soul — each in turn 
found in her nourishment, gratification, and 
response. I was never weary of studying her ; 
as in Raphael's arabesques, Genii spring from 
flowers, so did her soul hover or nestle as it 
were about her lovely person, that was flexible 
and transparent enough to lend itself with 
facility to every emotion. Her eyes were of 
that undecided grey colour, which people are 
apt to class amongst blue eyes, and which are 
so beautiful, because they can take every tint 
and shade, from the brightest azure in joy — ' 
to the deepest black in passion. And thus 
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changeful was her complexion, transparent, 
bright ; — I could tell the mood she was in, by 
the hue on her cheek. This freshness was 
strangely contrasted by dark veins about the 
eyes, which, when not evincing illness, lend to a 
blooming head a wondrous charm of melancholy 
and passion, as for example, in the case of the 
so called ' Fornarina' in the tribune at Florence. 
Therefore was I never weary of watching her. 
There was something of the unfathomable, of 
the mysterious and the pristine in her, something 
of the early freshness of nature, through 
which all the elements played and lightened ; — 
in her the storm cloud, neighboured the sun, 
and moonlight mingled with the tints of morning* 
She was impassioned to a degree, which might 
have been considered feverish, if both soul and 
body had not thriven upon it. Oh ! how she 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



278 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

used to fly to meet me, when I returned after a 
short absence ; she recognized my step in the 
ante-room almost before she heard it, she rushed 
to greet me, she clung around my neck, and 
thus I used to bear her away. 

" Threads of gold lay amidst her hair, the 
blood danced under the velvet of her cheek, 
rays of brightness darted through the dark 
blue of her eye. And her voice ! oh the lovely 
tone, the lark-like extasy with which she said 
" Mario !" In the modulations of this voice 
were found analogies with every sound in 
nature; did she speak of her half forgotten 
childhood, it was as if a small, whispering brook 
were flowing through a green plain ; her tone 
was equable and soft, it did not vibrate, for 
her heart did not vibrate. But it faltered 
sadly, like the sound of falling leaves, the 
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moment, she with gasping agitation, spoke of 
her first marriage. Have you ever remarked 
at noon in hot summer weather, the light, deep, 
breathless whisper that creeps through all 
nature? the trembling of the leaves, or of 
the wings of insects, or of the waves of the sea, 
or of reeds, grass and flowers, under the ardent 
influence of the magnetic sun beams ? So it 
was, when Faustina resting within my arms, 
touched my cheeks with her brilliant teeth or 
burning lips, without kissing them, and whis- 
pered words that love only could hear, for love 
only could have inspired them. 

" Have you heard the wild, triumphant cry 
of the swallow, when at eventide, she shoots 
like dark lightning through her voluptuous bath 
of air ? This tone, of the most highly wrought 
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delight, rang sometimes in abrupt sounds, 
from her very bosom % and then she would 
murmur like a wounded dove, when the heavy 
remembrance of melancholy passed over her. 
All temperaments were in her united, in their 
quintessence. Impetuous, and imperious, she 
might, like a genuine Andalusian, have borne 
a small dagger in her garter, to defend— or 
to strike her lover. But in every day life, 
she had a submission to the will of others, 
that was a thousand times put to hard proof: 
for I chose she should learn to submit — not to 
me— my triumph was in her love, not in her 
submission, — but, to acknowledged and fixed 
laws. Daily routine would I thought bring her 
volatile nature under control. At times she 
would be soft and voluptuous as an Asiatic, and 
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lay for hours on a divan, with half closed eyes, 
musing, composing, dreaming, and was never 
weary ; then, when I least expected it, she would 
complain of overwhelming ennui, and in order 
to combat it, she would throw herself into the 
region of thought or inspiration, either by study 
or performance. If she had lately been putting 
forth any of those works, in which the whole 
world acknowledged her genius, she would 
then exercise little secondary technicalities in 
art, in order to put her capabilities on these 
points also to the proof; but she only amused 
herself with them, whilst bringing them to per- 
fection — once achieved, she sought after some- 
thing new. She was indifferent to every 
accomplished work — indifferent to its pos- 
session, its appropriation, its enjoyment. 
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" In endeavour was her only happiness, and 
the moment in which she touched her aim 
with the point of her finger, was her beatitude. 
If obliged to hold fast that aim, her hand 
grew weary ! 
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CHAPTER XI. 

"Immediately after our marriage we 
went to Florence, whither I was sent as 
envoy. Faustina rejoiced to leave Germany. 
A complete change in her surroundments, 
harmonized with her changed circumstances. 
At first she feared meeting Andlau anywhere in 
Italy, for she felt certain that he was gone 
there, and she thought, as he was ignorant both 
of her name and her place of residence, he 
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could do nothing to avoid her. This uncertainty* 
tortured her. 

" It would be a consolation to him to think 
I was happy/* she would say, "and the fear 
that I have wrought as much woe to myself 
as to him, is too surely poison to his wounds/* 

"She mourned over him, sometimes even 
to the extreme of grief; but she never wished 
she had done otherwise, and therefore I did 
not strive to combat this grief. If she had 
repented, I should have been inconsolable. 
The remembrance of Clement passed sometimes 
Kke a spectre, or a fevered dream, before her. 
She would wring her hands, and deadly pale- 
q#ss would overspread her features ; she 
almost destroyed herself with inward com- 
binations, as to how this catastrophe might 
have been averted. 
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"Oh Heaven/' she often said, "it must have 
been a different Faustina who could have 
forced everything to take a different form. I 
have endured the most frightful shocks, the 
most stringent circumstances : I love and hope 
as ever ; no gift, no faculty has been quenched ; 
nothing sacred is become a fable to me; I 
believe in the illimitable power of God in man, 
which is ever leading into new and unfore^ 
seen paths, but never to destruction ! — do I not 
thus fulfil my destiny ?" 

" Thus she calmed herself, and these moments 
of anguish occurred more and more rarely. 
Her talent for painting developed itself sur- 
prisingly; the radiance of Italian colouring 
hovered about her pencil, which emulated it in 
glow and energy, and could be outdone by 
none in play of fancy. 
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" Bonaventura was born in the first year of 
our marriage. Mario is the name that for many 
generations has been given to the first-born in 
my family, but Faustina begged and prayed : 
— €€ There can be but one Mario for me ! I can 
give that name to none but you, can expect 
happiness from no other Mario ! — give him 
some other name P' 

" She uttered this fency with such tenderness 
of feeling for me, that I could not but allow it 
influenced me, and warned her, half in earnest 
half in jest, of her inextinguishable thirst for 
'something else;' — as she herself called it. 
She exclaimed, 

" Oh ! fear not, Mario, I love you." 

"She loved Bonaventura also, but for my 
sake. — I was to tend and cherish him, to occupy 
mjfself agreeably with his education, to find 
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her mind, her being in him ; " when I am dead," 
she would say. She did not attach her future 
to that of her child. When she remarked my 
passionate attachment to the boy, she always 
felt it as a consolation expressly prepared for me. 
Otherwise, she did not dwell more upon death, 
than I or any other person might do, who 
could bear the thought of it, and who neither 
feared nor courted it. 

" Four golden years were spent in Florence. 
Oh! they were happy! I have that blessed 
conviction — supremely happy! — Sometimes in 
moments of love, or inspiration, when a new 
vision appeared to her, a new thought awoke 
within her, and she allowed the lava of her heart 
to gush forth before me, certain of the compre- 
hension of its depths, she would exclaim : — 
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"Oh ! if life were but an unbroken chain of 
such moments ! If exhaustion, pettiness, 
emptiness, never followed on the steps of 
enthusiasm, action and completeness ! if only 
the highest flights were not followed by the 
deepest lassitude \" 

" We should then be gods, and not men," 
said I, smiling. 

"Or if God would grant us something so 
enduring, so unchangeable, that in spite of all 
the vacillations of the senses and the spirit, 
between longing and enjoyment, the soul might 
retain a permanent consciousness of deep, un- 
changeable satisfaction !" 

" To me God has given what is unchangeable, 
Faustina," said I ; " my love for you ! A thou- 
sand times I may have erred,— a hundred times 
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have failed ; but my love to you has never done 
otherwise than strengthen and purify me. This 
consciousness is something eternal/' 

" Oh ! Mario/' she exclaimed, throwing her- 
self into my arms with that intensity of pas- 
sion in look, voice, and gesture, which always 
thrilled my whole being; " Mario, your love 
for me is my triumph ! my justification ! my 
glory ! But do you not yourself see that to-day 
it soars up to heaven, and to-morrow sinks lower 
than the earth? Mario! even those moments 
of extasy when soul reposes on soul, when no 
words are wanted in which to lay open my in- 
most being to you,-r-when we are like the blue 
of heaven in which all other colours mingle and 
merge, — are followed by hours, in which I 
have nothing to say to you — at least nothing 
that I might not as well say to any one else ; 

VOL. II. o 
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— on minor subjects our opinions may differ, 
and just because they are minor subjects 
each thinks the other might yield ; — you 
have some pressing business, when I wish to 
wander forth with you, or I am buried deep 
amongst my colours, when you come to talk 
with me ; — your look is colder, your tone less 
animated, your kiss less eager, your whole be- 
ing more indifferent ; I feel that you are con- 
scious of Che same thing in me ; this distresses 
me unspeakably, and neither your brilliant smile, 
nor your sonorous voice, which before roused me 
like the break of day, have power enough over 
mei, to chase away dejection and anxiety, which 
depress me drowsily like the Scirocco. Then 
I think, if my love were of the true sort, 
could such moments occur. The blessed are 
surely never depressed, — the blessed beyond 
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the grave. Oh! how well I understand old, 
Montaigne, when he says j ' II n'y a de satis- 
faction c,i bas que pour les ames ou brutales, ou 
divines/ Intermediate beings like myself enjoy 
but an intermediate degree of it." 

"Now, Faustina," I answered, "I too can 
speak in borrowed words, NovaKs says, c And as 
no mortal may lift the veil of the Isis, we must 
strive to become immortal/ " 

"Yes ! thai we will ; and you are an angel !" 
she exclaimed* 

"This conversation took place as we were 
once ascending the Sa» Miniato, at sunset, 
and then renting under the cypresses near the 
monastery of Saa Francesco. I leant against a 
cypress, and gaz*d down upon her. She sat 
upon a step, and her hands lay folded on her 
knees ; her hat had fatten back, the evening 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



292 COUNTESS FAUSTINA. 

breeze wafted her tresses hither and thither, 
her countenance had a deep glow upon it, her 
pale pink dress was bathed, as in fire, by the 
setting sun. Suddenly she raised her folded 
hands towards me, and exclaimed, 

" Mario! — unceasing adoration — that would 
make me blessed." 

"But no human being can call it forth," 
said I. 

"No ! none but God," answered she. 

"She was right — always right! At that 
moment, her words made no particular im- 
pression upon me, and the less so, that she. 
immediately passed on to artist-like observa- 
tions ; . asserting that in my leaning attitude, I 
was very like the Antinous of the Braschi palace 
at Rome. I laughed at this too flattering com- 
parison, but she said earnestly, 
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" You may resist and laugh, but the resem- 
blance remains. Antinous is meditating upon 
the Emperor Hadrian, for whom he voluntarily 
drowned himself in the Nile, that the priests 
might read in his entrails the future destiny of 
the Emperor, for so had the oracle declared; 
therefore did the Emperor award him divine 
honours, and caused him to be represented as an 
Egyptian divinity with the Lotus flower upon 
his brow. But what was this to Antinous, who 
had been forced to leave life before* his time 
was over? Mario ! Mario ! must you too die ? 
and die for me? I bring destruction on all 
that love me !" 

" But not on those whom you love, Faustina!" 
said I, taking her hand. 

" Who knows, who knows !" answered she, 
with that divine expression of melancholy, 
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that could transform her glance, but now light, 
decur and decided as a golden son-ray, into a 
dtek midnight ocean, trembling under the moon- 
beam. 

f She rose, and we walked down the San 
$f iniato, for I never disturbed her in these 
momenta of sad remembrance; change of 
subject would have had no effect, mid any 
attempt at sympathy, would under the ^ircum* 
stances have been even less successful. At times, 
1 was seized by a sort of jealousy that shadows 
tehould have such influence over her. — I consi- 
dered everything a shadow to her, which had lost 
the power of giving her a ne^w impulse. *She 
could bear nothing short of entire communion 
between her own spirit and that of another ; 
thus the present was her actual tyrant, and 
thus my jealousy had no duration. 
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"She was strangely unlike her own sex. 
We were speaking once of Corinne, in which 
everythiiig pleased us better than the love 
story itself; and I expressed my wonder that 
so brilliant a being should attach herself to this 
low spirited Oswald. 

" Pity ! — pity ! dear Mario !" she exclaimed, 
" But of this you men haye no conception, and 
I but an imperfect one, for compassion carries 
me no further than to allow myself to be loved, 
not to the point of loving in return. The 
object of my compassion must of necessity be 
less than myself, and I require something 
greater than myself, that shall quite surround, 
raise, and uphold me. But most women are 
more good natured, and more easily touched 
than I. That Corinne should really die for 
this melancholy Oswald, is to me absolutely 
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inconceivable ! To live for love, to live or die 
just as it may happen, for the beloved one, 
that is the same thing : — but not to die, 
because a man has ceased to love me ! That 
men should die for women, is quite right and 
proper, — this I have always maintained. 

"Yes!" said I, "you have strangely despotic 
views on that subject." 

"Despotic? possibly so! but not strange. 
Love is our element, our empire. You now 
and then occupy a post in it, and even some- 
times arrive at something like a post of honour. 
We are at home where you are strangers; — 
owners of the soil where you are pilgrims, 
this consciousness makes us despotic ; we desire 
to love above all things — to love, nothing but to 
love ; to be sovereigns, glorious in gifts, in our 
empire of love. Therefore, Mario, I can conceive 
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that a woman may die because she has ceased 
to love ; if the main spring of her heart ceases 
to act, the whole machinery of life must stand 
still. To love, is to consecrate an object; but 
must the object therefore be always one and 
the same ? is there no progress, no revolution 
in us that leads to sympathy with another ? can 
-we be sufficiently mature at twenty, to have pre- 
science of our own development and its claims 
at thirty, and guide ourselves directly towards 
it ? I, for my part, ten years ago, had scarcely 
a suspicion of all that I have since become. 
It may be a high degree of good fortune, to 
meet at the entrance of life, the one mind 
with which we can remain bound up, even 
to its exit ; but it is a most rare accident, when 
the development of two people proceeds at an 
equal pace, and that one does not outstrip the 
o 2 
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other. None therefore shoiildtafce the «xoeptioij 
for the rule ; none say, that fixed adherence to 
one object is the criterion of true lore/' 

" People may sometimes be unjust on .that 
point, Faustina," T answered, "but it is very 
certain that in the change of objectthere is often 
more of self-love than of love. Do you not 
believe that .one may carry out self-development 
fay sacrifice and self-denial; even unto death, as 
effectually as by leaving others to become 
sacrifices ? Think of Vinzenza Sonsky."* 

"Ah I Viazenza, I bow gladly before her/ 7 
exclaimed Faustina, " for none could do more 
than she did. But that is n melancholy instance ; 
she sacrificed herself, without advancing the 
happiness of any one, — herself dead, her husband 
alone in his old age, Ohlen alone in his youth I 
Qh, tell me that you are happy, Mario \" 
* The heroine of one of Madame Hahn Hahn's novels* 
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u When once she began to apeak of love she 
was irresistible; she was in this as much a genius 
as in art; and thus «he reigned over me with 
boundless influence. I was sometimesastonished 
to find how she made my prudence stagger— that 
prudence which I had worked up with an iron 
will. • From the first moment of our acquain- 
tance my soul was -subject to hers. Faustina 
did not alter my bearings, but although adhere 
mg to them, I leant towards her, as towards my 
magnet; and in the outward things of life I had 
unlimitedvsway, for she was too indolent and too 
indifferent about them to care to control them. 
Often in these four years she had begged me 
to make a journey in the East with her, or at 
least to take her into Switzerland, which she 
had never visited. According to my project for 
her education, she was to tread the regular 
uniform path of existence, in constant inter- 
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course with others, as is usual in the life of the 
middling classes. I set it aside inexorably, and 
said I had not money for it. She implicitly 
believed me, and therefore replied quietly, 

" Then I will try to earn some I 39 

"She sent, as she had promised, a newly 
finished picture to an exhibition at Milan. At 
the end of two months she presented me with 
-a cheque on my banker at Florence for 8000 
francs. I asked her if she had received an unex- 
pected inheritance. 

" No," answered she ; u I wrote to say they 
might sell the Ezzelino if it found a purchaser; 
and one has appeared. Now can we go to the 
East?" 

"I was quite out of humour; this wond- 
rously beautiful picture was gone to Russia. 
I said that when she had painted me one 
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exactly like it, I would make the journey with 
her ; but I knew perfectly well that she would 
not do it. 

"Not God himself can produce the same 
idea twice over/' said she; but she painted 
something new and more beautiful. 

" At times she composed a great deal, chiefly 
songs, as profound and lovely as herself, to 
the perfection of which nothing was wanting, 
but that she should have given herself a 
little trouble to correct them. When I ex- 
horted her to do so, she said she would oc- 
cupy herself in that way when the period of 
inspiration was gone by. "I will do it before I 
die, that the world may know exactly what it 
has had in me; till then, it is not worth 
while, the best celebrity comes after death, 
the popular are rarely immortal," said she. 
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" I sometimes laughed at her for her thirst 
for fame. 

" Oh I" she exclaimed, " a thirst for lame is 
but the cau&cionsness of a future ; tbpse who 
dg not believe in their future deserve up pre- 
sent 1 and yet I am told, — and I believe truly, — 
thatlhave great talent. Thatmypictures should 
be the fashion, and therefore perhaps have no 
immortality, sometimes falls heavy on my heart. 
I wejl know that I am possessed of a valuable 
treasure ; yetwhether I am working it up into 
jewels, or into current coin, this I do not know, 
at least not certainly. We are all liable to err 
with respect to jfche value of our own creations, 
like mothers as to the beauty of their own 
ohikkep* Petrarch expected immortality from 
his Africa, and found it in his sonnets. It would 
indeed be melancholy if I left nothing but 
Africas behind me \" 
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* At length I yielded to the Eastern journey ; 
and granted Faustina and myself this indulgence. 
Besides, I considered some such refresh- 
ment as necessary to the vital elements, not 
only of the artist, but of all those who for 
years together have been occupied either wkh 
their business or their vocation. People become 
one-sided the moment they are devoted to one 
thing exclusively. One-sidedness has indeed its 
advantages ; it makes one contented, it teaches 
one to prize little things, and thus upholds a 
certain degree of innocence, inasmuch as it 
leaves us many illusions ; but not every spirit 
is born for these contracted limits. One loves 
to fly, another to creep ; each after their indi- 
vidual nature : every character, every situation, 
has its dark side, but it is remarked only in 
highly distinguished characters, and in un- 
common circumstances; whilst in the every 
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day compound, the difference between light and 
shade is scarcely observable. This is quite a 
matter of course ; no notice is taken of those 
who stumble in walking, but if one who soars 
should break his pinion, the dullest eyes can 
see it. 
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CHAPTER XL 



"We travelled first to Germany, in order 
to visit my parents and to present Bonaventura' 
to them. My sisters were all three married and 
extremely happy, with few cares and many 
pleasures. 

" Cunigunda was affianced. Nothing could 
exceed our astonishment when she presented 
her future husband to us — a neighbouring 
minister, of the kind that are now called pious, 
with straight hair and downcast eyes, from 
which shot occasional hurried, sharp, inquisi- 
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tonal glances, which contrasted disagreeably 
with his sanctified tone, and gave something 
false to his whole appearance. Faustina wished 
him joy of his bride ; but the words died upon 
her lips when she tried to congratulate 
Cunigunda. She said to me when we were 
alone, 

M Oh heavens ! what a flat, toiste creature ! in 
comparison with him, Felflern is a hero. 
And this clear-lighted^ decided Cupigunda, 
appears to me quite d^r^ngec^ for she speaks 
of this man as though he were an Apostle at 
least." 

"Dear angel," I answered, "you can never 
conceive to what extremes the fear of beiug an 
old maid, can impel the most amiable aipd dis- 
tinguished girls, and such Cunigunda certainly 
is ;— it becomes at this crjsw of life alipost a 
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fever thfKt robs them of all rationality. Thua 
has it been with Cunigunda, and as she could 
not possibly love this man, she has taken up 
an infatuation for him. Probably from a 
mixture of pride and shame-, she will never 
admit that she is not quite happy; but she 
cannot be so really ! a marriage lasts longer 
than an infatuation l" 

" And Feldern is replly a sensible straight* 
forward man/' said Faustina quite downcast, 
< tf in spite of his prejudices in favour of con- 
ventional forms. They are to him jus* what dres» 
is, a something to which hje attaches the idea 
of propriety. But this -man, so constrainedly 
at tris ease, so artificially simple,— -can this be a 
true soul?** 

w My parents rejoiced at my happiness both 
in wife and «hild. Faustina was the darling erf 
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all, the pride of all. Intellectual superiority 
which makes second-rate women so intole- 
rable, that they come to be considered as a 
troublesome appanage, something like a dis- 
tinguished title in great poverty — seemed 
given to Faustina only to prove that the most 
superior of women was the most engaging* 
She folded her wings quietly together, that 
none might remark they had them not; but 
on the least impulse she shook them open and 
flew upwards, and thus brought the brilliancy 
of her own atmosphere and the blossoms ot 
her own region, to play in our circle. 

"We went by the Danube to Constantinople, 
Greece and Palestine. Do not expect any des- 
cription of this journey, Countess, for were I 
to think over each day, remembrance like a 
heavenly harpy would prey upon my heart, 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



COUNTE8S FAUSTINA. 309 

Faustina was happy, and was more gifted, more 
complete, more sweet than ever. Inspired at 
the very sources q{ ancient history, and ancient 
poetry which spring from this region, she 
would, say: — 

"lam quite too happy, here I would die, — 
were not death here too dreadful. I will live 
on without growing old, compose without ex- 
haustion, enjoy without blunting my powers, 
investigate without doubting, repose without 
ennui ! Do you not believe, Mario, that all this 
would be easier to accomplish here, amidst these 
primitive surroundments, than yonder in that 
warped, fatiguing western civilization V 9 

"I most devoutly believe that within a 
twelvemonth you would be longing earnestly 
for this much abused European civilization, 
against which you were indeed often ready to 
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do battle, even when seated comfortably in its 
very lap." 

** And BonaventWa's education calls us back ; 
he will soon be four years old, then he must be 
stuck up in a learned school, and his beautiful 
fresh joyous youth ground down with study of 
things, one half of which he cab never use and 
the other half he will forget. Poor Bonaven^ 
tura4 were you my son done I would bring 
you up here, far froifc deinoraUzirig society, far 
from thd trash of pedantic acquirement, with 
the Bible, with Histoty, with Poetry and Na- 
ture ; and when you had ripened into youth, I 
would then let you pass through Europe, in all 
its countries and its Nations, and its universities, 
in order to learn the present by personal inves- 
tigation. The education of men is in these 
days cruelly one-sided ! the poor youths are first 
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erammed with studies, and then squeezed into* 
that Procrustes bed called state service, which 
demands the same dimensions of everybody, 
dragging down the genius, and dragging up the 
dunce. Learn they must ! Whether they make 
use of, or even know what is learnt, nobody 
thinks it worth while to inquire. The greater 
part perish in the swamps of learning, without 
aspiring to the development of any one 
mental quality ; — Bonaventura/ , she exclaimed, 
clasping the astonished boy' to her bosom, 
"if, twenty years hence, you have spec- 
tacles on your nose, furrows on your forehead, 
wrinkles about your mouth and eyelids ; if 
you are pedantic, my Bo&aventura, tiresome ; 
longwinded, awkward, hard in body and mind, 
dry as a personification of reason, properly con- 
ceited of your negative development — I will 
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appeal from the state, to the living God, in 
behalf of this being, and my son, who has been 
so cruelly injured by that devouring Moloch, into 
whose scorching arms we yield our darlings." 

" I am nevertheless of opinion, that children 
should be brought up in that country, and 
under those circumstances to which their birth 
has bound them.. Exotic education is seldom 
in harmony with the future destiny; and the 
habits of childhood are so strong, that a melan- 
choly dissonance often takes place, when pains 
have not been taken to make the one compatible 
with the other." 

"To these objections Faustina would reply : 

"I only said — if Bonaventura were my son 
alone ! — you, Mario, are my Lord and his." 

" The East was the culminating point of my 1 ■%, 
happiness. On her return to Florence Faus- 
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tina's whole being took a new turn. A tint 
of melancholy had often swept over her at 
times, like a light mist on the mountains ; now 
it often thickened to a cloud, that over- 
shadowed her gaiety, and cramped her mobility. 
All this took place without any visible cause ; 
she was not indisposed, she had none of the 
vexation of those petty cares which are so in- 
tolerable to excitable and imaginative people, 
she met with no misfortune — it came over her 
like a spell — it was there. Is it the melancholy 
attribute of Genius, that although in giving, it is 
a Croesus in enjoyment, it is toosoon satiated,— 
or does it imagine too readily, that it neither 
has, nor ever will reach its aim, — or does every- 
thing attainable betray incompleteness, and 
every thing visible a void— or has it only a 

VOL. II. P 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



314 C0UNTES8 FAUSTINA. 

misgiving that its flight will be checked,— or 
have these fervent, thirsting, aspiring creatures, 
indeed, unguessed mysteries between them and 
their Creator, which they are for ever seeking 
how to solve ? enough, Faustina was changed. 
" Many I know will say, that her altered 
circumstances had changed her, that she was 
satiated with happiness — that she made to her- 
self chimeras because she had exhausted every 
reality — that we must find happiness within our- 
selves — that whoever cannot do that, is without 
inward stability — and all that worldly prudence 
and scornful mediocrity know so well how to set 
forth to their own advantage. But Faustina 
was not the childish being that would burst 
into tears, because she could not grasp the 
Moon ; and her destiny is the more melancholy, 
because it gave, as it were, a triumph to 
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mediocrity, from her having fallen into mis- 
takes from which mediocre people are exempt. 
It is also sadly instructive, as it shews how the 
most glorious among human creatures deterio- 
rate, the moment they begin to isolate self in this 
world, even when it is done in the most refined 
and intellectual manner. But the many will 
scarcely observe this, — they understand only so 
much of the struggle for self as relates to 
enjoyment, appearance, fine clothes, and such 
sort of external advantages. 

" Now I will travel no more," said Faustina, 
"for now I know that the earth and the men 
upon it are every where the same. Only the 
outward semblance of the one is varied by 
climate, of the other by temperament. What is 
new is always something old ; and something 
different is always the same thing, only the 
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outer garment has been changed. This can give 
us no perfect satisfaction/ 9 

" Perfect satisfaction is in my apprehension 
incompatible with the condition of humanity 
on earth/ 3 said I; "the moment in which I 
felt myself to be at the goal of all aspiration, 
and found no further arena for desire and 
conflict, would make me miserable instead of 
contented. Conclusion without consummation, 
is like dragging on life in hard captivity/ 3 

"The outward life may be accomplished, and 
the inward still aspiring/ 3 said she, "for 
example, in a convent. 33 

" Or under any other vows/ 3 1 retorted, "for 
example, in marriage. 33 

" She was not unhappy, not discontented, 
not colder towards me, only unconquerably 
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sad. I begged, I implored her to paint or to 
write. 

e ' For what purpose V she would say, " what* 
ever is not first-rate might as well not be, and 
not above two or three books, and about 
as many works of art are first rate; they 
decide an era, they open a path, they give 
a direction. This does not depend so much 
upon him who has written, painted, or erected, 
as upon God having sent him into the world 
at the very moment when it most needed a 
capable instrument. Such a genius is for all 
ages great; to be so only for one period is humi- 
liating ! Just think, Gluck was called immortal, 
but out of a thousand men, nine hundred and 
ninety nine yawn at his music." 

"You would never heed the judgment 
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of the many ! — for sometimes a tyrany of fake 
taste, during which celebrity is santioned by 
mere caprice, will prevail for Ipng periods. 
Whilst the architectural style of the Renaissance 
lasted, the Gothic was despised, and yet people 
are gradually beginning to admire it." 

" Verily, it is of the highest order," said 
she sadly. 

" Oh ! how this depression tried me ! How I 
besought her to tell me its cause, and even 
reproached her with want of confidence. 

"No!" she exclaimed, " my soul lies open 
to yours ; but you, dear Mario, you will not 
see what nevertheless I see quite clearly and 
indisputably, that my day is over. — Hush ! 
hush !" she exclaimed, when I was about to 
answer, ," why should I not see this ? — the water 
lily knows its time, it rises with all its bloom 
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out of the waves, and then sinks back into 
their depths again, content, and still, with the 
treasure of blessed remembrance. The flower 
feels when its day is over, and mankind strive 
against knowing it. These few years with you, 
my Mario, have been my height of bloom." 

"Then you love me no longer," said I, with 
bitter grief. 

" Fool !" said she calmly, with that extatic 
smile which I never saw on the features of any 
other person. "Fool! have you not entered the 
tabernacle of my heart ? — is not Bonaventura 
your son ? No, my Mario, I love you, I have 
never so loved anything, I shall never so love 
anything, but more than you I love — God. 
Dear angel, my soul has revelled with yours 
in such an extacy of love and enthusiasm that 
all it can now experience in those regions would 
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be but repetition, and perhaps — a tedious repe- 
tition. My heart has been so ransacked for its 
treasures, that its gold mines are — perhaps ex- 
hausted. Rather than arrive at that sad con- 
viction — " 

" Faustina !" said I, — I know not in what 
tone, for she threw herself trembling into my 
arms, and said very softly, 

" Oh ! if you frown upon me, I have n< 
courage to lay open my soul to you." 

"I knew very well that I ought not to 
intimidate her. I embraced her, and asked 
calmly what she was intending to propose. 
She answered, 

"I would close up the mine; if it still 
contain genuine metal, it must rest within its 
depths ; I will plant flowers above it." 
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" But what could you — what would you do ?" 
I exclaimed in agony of mind. 

€S She answered^ <e I would worship God 
without ceasing, within a cloister." 

" Never/ 5 said I decidedly, " never Faustina, 
never/* 

" I strove to look upon this wish as a momen- 
tary impulse; to believe that a book, or a 
conversation with her confessor, had made 
a lively impression upon her; and yet her 
reading just now consisted almost wholly of the 
old Roman historians, and her confessor, who 
indeed held that office to most of the Florentine 
world, Father Girolamo, was well known to 
me, as a quiet, mild, discreet man, free from 
all ascetic tendencies. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

"We were at this time at Pisa, partly be- 
cause the court was in residence there for a 
few months, and partly because Faustina had 
a particular attachment to this melancholy city. 
We occupied the Pallazzo Lanfranchi on the 
banks of the Arno, where Lord Byron had 
lived during his residence in Pisa ; and Count 
Kirchberg, an old friend of Faustina's, who 
was just come to Italy, lived with us. Whether 
accidentally or intentionally I know not, — he 
once told me in the course of conversation, 
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that Andlau had been sent by his physicians, 
to Italy for his health; he believed to Rome. 
I entreated Kirchberg to say nothing about 
it to Faustina, for that she was in a mor- 
bid state of mind, tending to indisposition. 
He had already perceived this, for he was 
truly attached to her. Only to the indifferent 
do we appear always the same. We took 
long rides with her daily, and she had great 
enjoyment in them ; and almost every day she 
went to the Campo-santo, in order "to make 
studies," she would say ; but in vain I besought 
that she would make a few sketches or designs 
there. 

iC I see and think — is not that enough ? — do 
not most people see without thinking }" she 
would say. 

" For you, my Ina, it is not enough, — you 
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must create !" I exclaimed, and as if by the 
same impulse, Kirchberg who was present 
said — 

" You must re-produce !" 

" What would you have, you strange people ?** 
said she with something of her former vivacity : 
"am I always to be doing what is quite 
extraordinary, and yet stop short exactly at 
the point that you are pleased to call extrava- 
gance? How can you be so dull? you subtle- 
witted creatures ! But to-day I really have a 
fancy to sketch the interior of the Campo- 
santo ; you can ride without me to-day." 

"This arrangement was so far altered, that 
she first rode with us, before we accompanied 
her to the Campo-santo, and led her horse 
home. She remained alone under the care 
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of the Custode. I was to send the carriage 
for her in a couple of hours. My surprise was 
extreme, when the carriage returned without 
her, and the servant told me, that the Custode 
had said that the Signora had been gone about 
an hour. He brought back her sketch book, 
which the Custode had found on the ground 
within the Campo-santo. I concluded some 
acquaintance had taken Faustina a drive, and 
yet I could not bift be anxious about her, 
as she never neglected appointed hours. It 
was now past four ; five was our dinner hour, 
but at half past five she was still absent. This 
was in opposition to all her habits, and I was 
in a state of extreme anguish. Kirchberg 
could do nothing towards calming me. I 
ordered the carriage at a venture. All at once 
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she appeared, on foot, in her riding dress, 
deadly pale, agitated, breathless. She fell 
powerless into my arms, and gasped out, 

" He is there, he is there ! he is dying, and 
he will not see me \" 

Andlau was in Pisa, sick unto death of Ins 
former wound. The mildness of the day had 
given him a strong desire to visit the Campo- 
santo, and he had driven there accompanied 
by his physician. The instant Faustina ob- 
served him, she recognized hkn, notwithstand- 
ing the change wrought by illness, and flew 
towards him with a cry of sorrow. Andlau 
waved his hand as if forbidding her approach, 
and fell back fainting into the arms of his 
companion. In this insensible state, he was 
placed in his carriage and conveyed to his 
apartment. Faustina accompanied him almost 
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distracted. The physician conjured her to 
leave the invalid when he was beginning to 
recover his consciousness, as the sight of her 
had shaken him so fatally. 

"He shall not see me indeed \" said she, 
wringing her hands; "but oh ! let me linger in 
the outer rooms, so that I may see him." 

She remained there two hours, Andlau 
gradually revived. 

"He did not ask the physician for me, or 
even what had become of me" said Faustina 
sadly; "then it first struck me how anxious 
you would be dear, Mario, and I came home !" 

All this she related in so hurried and broken 
a manner, that it was with difficulty we could 
understand her. 

Kirchberg went instantly to Andlau ; he had 
known him in former days. She sent a servant 
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with him, that he might bring her a report of 
Andlau every hour; at first they continued 
always unvaried, Faustina walked up and down 
the room the whole evening, and said every- 
now and then : — 

" Mario! Mario! Mario! I killed them! 
Clement I killed body and soul — and this one- 
first his heart, and now his body \" 

Towards midnight Kirchberg returned, and 
asked Faustina if she still wished to see Andlau 
one last time, as he could not outlive the night* 
She threw herself into the carriage, Kirchberg 
accompanied her. He told me afterwards she 
had instantly knelt down by Andlau, who, the 
death struggle already over, lay on the bed 
with his eyes closed ; she said almost inaudibly 
" Anastasius," and he whom nothing else couid 
reach still heard her voice, opened his eyes. 
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smiled, sought to reach out his hand to her, 
said, "Ina," and expired. His every breath 
was hers, even the last! 

"The following night we entered a boat by 
torchlight, and accompanied his remains by the 
Arno, to Leghorn, where they found a resting 
place in the Protestant cemetery. Faustina was 
present at the interment. She evidently sought 
for emotion, perhaps in the hope of finding 
some vent for her grief; just as we enlarge a 
wound, in order to extract the ball or the 
splinter. But the splinter remained ; she fell 
into the most heart-rending state of sadness. 
She sometimes said with earnest aspiration, 

" Oh ! if God would, in mercy, breathe into 
my soul some such great thoughts as used 
formerly to inspire me, that I might reveal him 
to mankind and find a joy in doing so I but 
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no, no— my soul is waste, it can no longer soar 
upwards, banished from its former heaveij of en- 
thusiasm, of fancy, and of art ! Oh ! let me seek 
a new one, my Mario ; that which is promised 
by religion ! Let me dedicate the remnant of my 
life to God ! let me enter a cloister !" 

a You would kill yourself," said I, in gloomy 
desperation. 

"No," answered she, " there I should be at 
rest. Mario, this fever within me, that can 
be calmed by nothing this world can give, not 
by love, not by sorrow, not by happiness, not 
by enjoyment — by nothing, nothing of all that 
produces, or annihilates the pleasure and 
delight of others, — this fever that drives me 
restlessly from place to place, although I know 
well that it is only fed, not diminished by ex- 
citement— oh ! let me try if the renouncement 
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of all that I have hitherto loved and sought for, 
may not release me from it. Impossibility can 
calm the wildest wishes. All outward allure- 
ments break in vain against the walls of a clois- 
ter. At first I shall be in bliss ! — then, there 
will come a period during which my uncon- 
trolled nature will struggle against its bonds ; at 
length both struggle and storm will be calmed ; 
peace will be mine, peace and rest in God !" 

€t Rest within the grave !" I exclaimed. 

€t My beloved Mario \" said she imploringly, 
" grant me a little, — oh ! grant me just a little 
rest on this side the grave : — if you but knew, 
dear heart, how wearied I am, — not of life, not 
of love, — but, of living and of loving, you would 
yourself lead me into another path/* 

" You are now striking into a false one/* 
said I, "for you will become faithless to every 
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duty. Have you not vowed before God to abide 
by me whether in joy or in sorrow ? — have you 
not the childhood of your son to watch over, 
and his youth to guide ? — have you not genius 
to cherish ? — that gift, the most divine of all — 
because it becomes to others a voice of conso- 
lation, of truth, of strength." 

"Ah!" interrupted Faustina, " you still then 
believe in my genius, my poor Mario ; and yet 
I do but achieve, what I may, and not what I 
will. On the last day of the creation, God 
saw that "it was good;" mankind are apt 
to say, Genius is a god-like attribute, for out of 
nothing it creates worlds and wonders, let me 
therefore see that "it is good," and tranquillize 
myself with this consciousness." 

" Faustina !" I exclaimed, " do not forget that 
the crown of thorns is inseparable from the crown 
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of glory ! the highest geniuses have endured 
the deepest sorrows! Those who would rise 
above this world, must submit to be stretched 
on the cross ! — those who would ascend into 
Heaven, must not shrink from a descent into 
Hell ! What right can you plead, to the enjoy- 
ment of the sunny side of existence alone Y' 

" These and other remonstrances of the 
same kind, had the effect of inducing her to 
mighty struggles; and at one moment when 
carried away by the most sublime inspiration, 
she wrote the "Moses!" — that poem in which 
the ardent colouring, and the mystic depth of 
oriental feeling, are cooled and cleared in the 
tra nspa r ent crucible of her devotion, aspiration, 
and inspiration. Over the loftiness of the 
thoughts, over the world — embracing intuitions, 
over the lyrical musics of the narration, the 
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melancholy of her soul breathed a vaporous, 
grey, twilight mist, such as hangs within a 
cathedral — half incense-cloud, half tempered 
sun beam ! It was indeed a glorious lay, in which 
she, like the swan, took leave of the world. As 
long as she was working at it, and until she 
had sent the manuscript to the press in Ger- 
many, she was almost as animated, as excited, 
as fresh in feeling, as in better times. The 
moment it was despatched, she sank and 
collapsed, — the result was indifferent to her. 

(( I have exhausted myself," she said, " I can 
never rise higher — I will not sink lower. I 
have done my part ; — I have laboured sufficiently 
for others, — now let me go, my beloved Mario, 
and like the anchorites of old, commune with 
God alone. I do not depart like a repentant 
Magdalene; I do not expect to make expiation 
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in dust and ashes, and in bleeding penance, 
for that in which I have failed; — I desire 
only to fix my eyes and my soul exclusively 
in contemplation of my God, instead of loving 
and magnifying him in his works as hitherto, 
and instead of allowing myself to be reminded 
by the visible, of the invisible — by the temporal 
of the eternal." 

"I reminded her of Bonaventura, and of 
the happiness she renounced in separating 
herself from him. With a fervour and inten- 
sity which made me tremble at the thought 
that all these flames were to blaze or smoulder 
under the convent veil, or to consume themselves 
inwardly ; she exclaimed, 

" It is separation from you, that outweighs 
all other things, beloved Mario ! No longer to 
see you, to exchange thought with you, to Jay 
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open my soul to you ; no longer to make tjie 
brightest objects in nature, brighter for you, 
no longer to bathe my heart in the loving 
gaze of those eyes — Mario — Mario— this is a 
distracting grief, to which I could never deliver 
myself, did I not feel a necessity for making 
the sacrifice l" 

"You make me the victim \" I cried. 

"Not you — not myself— we are one sacri- 
fice \" With her wonted charming action, 
she held my head between her hands, and 
gazed at me with that strangely fascinating 
look, that no one could resist. It penetrated 
into the soul like slow lightning, so intensely 
did it melt and kindle. I had often told her 
she need not trouble herself about her future 
place in Heaven, she had only to gaze at St. 
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feter with this look, and he would throw open 
the gates to her. I was overpowered by the 
immeasurable extent of my threatened loss; 
and said with iron/cal bitterness : 

« And what do you intend to be ? A SJster of 
Charity, I suppose,— you, whose nerves are 
shaken by the sight of a distortion, and who 
become faint in the atmosphere of a sick room i 
Or an Ursuline nun, — busied in teaching 
little children their A, B, C, and their, twice 
one two, — you, who are impatient that your 
own winged thoughts and words are never 
felt and answered with sufficient rapidity !" 
" Gently and meekly did she answer, 
"No, dearest, — the business of this world 
was never my vocation. You are quite right, 
I have not skill for it. I desire an entirely 

VOL. II. Q 
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secluded and contemplative existence ; to read 
holy books, to compose hymns, to touch the 
organ, to pray much — and still, to pray .—I shall 
find what I long for, amongst the Vive sepolte." 

" The Vive sepolte ! the very name makes one 
shudder ¥' 

"\ visited Father Gerolamo, and assured 
him, on my oath, that it was no violation of the 
confessional to speak openly to me of Faustina's 
inmost feelings and intentions. I told him 
all, and in what manner she had disclosed 
her purpose to me; he assured me that she ex- 
pressed herself exactly in the same tone to him, 
and was not to be moved by the reproaches with 
which he first met her avowal. 

" It is a vocation, Signor," said he in a tone 
of quiet conviction. 
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" Faustina was so fixed and resolved in her 
decision, that her calm sometimes passed 
into me, and led me gently and gradually to 
hope that happiness, as she now understood it, 
was about to be secured to her. That my 
happiness should make shipwreck, was what 
disturbed me least, and I did not reproach her 
that she seemed to take no heed of it. I 
reminded myself that I must of necessity be 
exposed to a peculiar destiny from the moment 
I wove Faustina into my life; for none can 
come forth either unblessed or unscathed, 
from communion with such beings. — God has 
set apart extraordinary trials and means of de- 
velopment for extraordinary creatures ; and 
Faustina, who had never lost herself in the mists 
of visionary religion, might really in her deep 
feeling of the insufficiency of human hap- 
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piness have a prophetic view of a future more 
consonant to hef nature. In moments of 
exaltation, I repeated to myself, that a heart 
like hers could never have found contentment 
in any other human heart, and that by God 
only, the mighty heart of all, could it be under- 
stood, appreciated, and filled. Thus I sought 
to awaken my mind to elevated consolations, 
and — gave my consent. The Pope annulled 
our marriage, and granted to Faustina a dispen- 
sation, by which she might, without a noviciate, 
take the veil amongst the Vive sepolte y at Rome. 
She advanced towards the ftdfilment of her 
destiny, strong in confidence and hope. She 
went, like Moses, alone, to the summit of Mount 
Nebo, from thence to gaze into the promised 
land. 

" Oh no ! Not a word, not a syllable of the 
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despair of separation, and of the last parting. 
There are some spirits superior to the Magician, " 
and who destroy him, if he dare to call them 
up ! — I was a witness of her taking the vows. 
To the last moment would I gaze upon her, — 
no profane eye should rest later upon her than 
my own ! — the bright tresses fell — the veil 
sank over the lovely form — the spiritualized 
features, — the glowing bosom ! the sun of my 
life, set in darkness ! Oh ! had it but been to her 
the ushering in of a new dawn ! — but no, no — 
alas! not so. For she is dead, Countess, as 
you too well know ; she breathed her last, five 
months after, scarcely half a year after taking 
the veil. The confessor of her nunnery, wrote 
me.that she expired in a blessed frame of mind 

after a short illness ; and the Bishop of , 

a Cardinal at Rome, with whom I was well 
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acquainted, wrote the same thing tq me, 
and many praises of her submission, her 
meekness and her piety. They thought that 
this would be a comfort to me; comfort! — 
that she should die — oh ! not of a short illness 
—but of prolonged suffering, — of the bitterness 
of lost illusions, — perhaps of a corroding regret. 
For my conviction is unalterable, that she 
never attained to that third stage of monastic 
life which she once described to me ; the 
second stage destroyed her. She wounded her 
wings in beating them against her cage, and so 
bled to death. She had discovered too late, 
that our life, like that of Moses, gives but a 
glimpse into the promised land; — she had 
brought her glorious nature to a gloomy and 
disconsolate close, and had expiated her error by 
her death ! — Peace, peace, to the unquiet heart* 
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"Of myself, I have nothing to say; you 
will feel that since my separation from her, 
the sun has less warmth for me, the nights are 
longer, my eyes are more dim, my steps less 
light, my thoughts less swift ; that my rejoicing 
sympathies with life, with nature, and 
with art, are extinct, for they are no longer 
pervaded by her spirit, I feel as if my heart 
could no longer keep up the energetic action 
it had learnt so well from hers, 

"The death of my admirable father, which 
followed soon on hers, recalls me just now to 
Germany. I have lost the man whom I most 
revered I— I have lost the woman whom alone 
I ever loved ! But the object of my sweetest 
hopes still lives, looks at me with Faustina's 
eyes, speaks to me in her tones, loves me with 

her fervour, is her dear bequest and my 

only child/' 
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Mario ceased to speak, and folded his hands 
around the head of Bonaventura, who had long 
since been asleep on his lap. Two large tears 
rolled slowly over his proud inscrutable counte- 
nance; which now, in the moonlight, showed even 
paler than was its wont. I admire those men, 
from whom, not affliction, not pain, but hap- 
piness and emotion, can wring a tear. We shook 
hands. Mario then rose, took Bonaventura in his 
arms, and went to the water's side, towards one 
of the gondolas that are always stationed there. 
A light plash in the water announced that he 
was gone. I never saw him again, for we left 
Venice that night — but I heard in the course 
of the autumn that a post was assigned to him 
at Naples. 

I said to my companion, a Such women as 
Faustina are the avenging angels of our sex, 
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sent by providence rarely, but occasionally, on 
this earth, and to whom the best among your 
sex become victims, for only the best amongst 
you are prepared to give, what most women 
are willing to yield, a heart for a heart, a life 
for a life, an entire existence for an entire 
existence, — and this exchange they vainly hope 
to make with those wromen, whose fervent 
and insatiable nature seems the pledge of in- 
exhaustible feeling. Such a being, so radiant, 
so gifted, must be, they think divine — but nq, not 
so— these delicate Vampyre-like spirits, burn 
and consume, first others, then themselves. — 
Second rate men shun them — for they with 
their eternal cravings will always have — the 
noblest amongst you are in the same degree 
willing to give, — beware of the Faustinas — 
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think not to live on equal terms with them-^ 
it is always the story of a God and a Semele — 
no— not of a God — of a Demon !" 



THE END. 



JOHN OLLIV1ER, 59, PALL MALL. 
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